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Wild West at the Forts

OR, OUTWITTING A RUSSIAN CAPTAIN
BY AN OLD SCOUT

CHAPTER I.-The Crown Prince a Real
Democrat.
For two weeks there had been fierce fighting
along the banks of the Vistula River, in Poland.
The Czar's big army was doing its best to stop the
advance of the Germans, and the loss on both
sides ran far up in the thousands. Warsaw seemed to be the objective ])<lint for the Kaiser's forces
and the Russians were trying to prevent tram
from reaching the historic old city. Crown Prince
Frederick Willinm was in command of one of the
largest of the German corps, and he was surely
showing the wonderful skill that had resulted
from his military training. It was near the close
of an October afternoon when the Crown Prince
retired to his quarters in a little frame building
that was not much more than a hut that stood
within fifty yards of the river. Frederick William
was somewhat down-hearted, for the fierce resistance put up by the Russians, mainly due from the
epeated charges of the demon-like Cossacks, had
caused heavy losses, and the whole right wing had
been forced back nearly two miles. After permitting himself to be looked after by an attendant
the young man sat down and tried to find solace
in looking over some drawings that had been furnished by aeroplane scouts regarding the position
of the enemy. But it was not interesting to him
just then, and he arose in disgust, starting for
the door of the room. At that moment an orderly
appeared, and after giving the necessary salute,
he said:
"Your Royal Highness, a party of Americans
have arrived."
"Americans?" and the Crown Prince showed
considerable surprise.
The orderly did some more bowing and scraping, not forgetting the. usual mili~ry salute Fred- erick William was entitled to receive.
"They insist upon having an audience with you,
and I must say frankly that they are somewhat
impertinent."
"So?" and the royal personage frowned. "Are
they known to any of the officers?"
"Yes. They are the American show people."
"Ah!" and Frederick William became somewhat angry. "Why did you not say so at first?"
he demanded, sharply. "It is Young Wild West.
ibe great American deadshot, and his friends."
The orderly, somewhat confused, stepped back

~

to the door as if he actually feared being struck.
But such was not the intention of the Crown
Prince.
"It is my order that the Americans shall be
admitted at. once. Take them into the front room,
which I must call my reception room for the present."
The man quickly retired, and then Frederick
William, his face now lighted with a smile, paced •
back and forth ac1·oss the room. The apartment
he referred to as his reception room certainly was
anything but elegant. As has been stated, the
building was nothing short of a i;:hanty, but it was
the best that could be found in that locality, and
hence the headquarters of the commander of the
army corps operating in that section had taken
possession of it. When he heard the unmistakable
sounds of hoofbeats outside, the prince stopped
his pacing and listened. He could hear his visitors
entering the adjoining room, but waited until the
orderly came in and reported. Then after brushing his hair and taking a good look at himself in
a mirror that hung upon the wall, he donned his
royal headgear and passed out, crossing the narrow hallway, and finding two guards stationed at
the door of the reception room, he simply waved
them aside and enter~d without further ceremony.
Standing in the room in waiting were six Americans, and without going into unnecessary details
concerning them, we will simply state that tHey
were Young Wild West, the well-known boy hero
and Champion Deadshot, and his sweetheart, Arietta Murdock; Cheyenne Cha1·1ie and his wife Anna, and Jim Dart and Eloise Gardner, his sweetheart. These noted Americans had been caught
in the European war while exhibiting a big Wild
West show, and were now engaged in looking up
the excitement and adventure that might be found
in the war zone. Young Wild West had actually
saved the· life of the Crown Prince at a battle "On
the French frontier, and as he had also gained the
friendship of the Kaiser and possessed royal papers that would permit him to go and come when
he pleased anywhere within the confines of the
big empire, it was not strange that he should
come to the Russian frontier and look up his
friend the Crown Prince. Our friends were attired in the elaborate as well as serviceable costumes of the great American Wild West, and they
certainly made a picturesque, not to say dashing,
appearance to the great son of the German
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Kaiser. Frederick William was certainly very
democratic in his way. He understood the English language perfectly, and his study of the
boundless land that was called the United ·States
had taught him that kings and queens were out
of place there. But nevertheless he regarded an
American for just what he was, and seemed willing to place himself upon a level with those he
happened to like. Certainly the young deadshot
and his companions were liked as well as admired
by him.
"Haw is Your Royal Highness to-day?" Young
Wild West said, in his cool and easy way, as he
stepped forward and extended his right hand.
"I was much depressed until I knew you had
come, Young Wild West," was the quick reply.
"But please don't give me the title of 'Your Royal
Highness.' It is detestable to me, coming as it
does from a brave young American."
"That's all right, then. I hope you don't-want
to give me the liberty to call you Frederick."
"It would please me greatly if you did."
"Make i~ Freddie, Wild," Cheyenne Charlie, the
scout, spoke up, for it seemed that he was always
bound to have something to say that was either
out of place or ridiculous. Naturally Jim Dart
and the girlb could not help laughing, while Wild
had all he could do to keep from doing the same.
Instead of being at all offended, the Crown Prince
looked at the scout and said:
• ;'That is real American, sir."
"Hold on there, prince. You jest 11aid somethin'
that don't sound good to me at all. I never want
to be ca11ed sir. I'm jest plain Cheyenne Charlie,
an' I was born in old Cheyenne. I'm all wool an'
a yard wide, an' when I start in to doin' things,
somethin' always happens."
"Please don't start to do anything here, then,"
and Frederick William was now laughing heartily, showing that for the time being- he forgot all
about the recent reverses of his big army.
He kept on talking with his visitors for fully
five minutes before ~t occurred to him that they
were still standing. While there was nothing in
the way of chairs in the room, there were two
benches stretched across one end of it, while a
dilapidated old rocker which had been tied up by
ropes was at a small square table.
"You will please sit down, Young Wild ·west,"
the royal host 11aid, as he pointed to the rockingchlloir.
"All right, Frederick. I will sit down, 1lf course,
but not there. That is the principal seat in the
room, and of course it belongs to you."
"Not when I am in such company. It is indeed
a ,gTeat pleasure for me to be with you Americans,
whom I esteem to the utmost. You must not
think that J have forgotten what you did for me
on the battlefield on the French frontier."
"Don't mention it, please. I believe I told you
at the time that 1 was as much pleased as you
were at what I did. Anyhow, you were not badly
wounded, and the chances are if I had not carried
you back to the trenches, some one else would
have done so later on.''
"I can't look at it that way," and the prince's
face assumed a look of determination.
"Sit down, please," Wild said, and taking him
by the arm, he led him to the rocking-chair.
Then all hands sat upon the benches and waited in silence for a moment. Having become quite
a t hi~ ease, the Crown Prince asked his visito1·s

if they had any request to make. Wild, of course,
was the spokesman of the party.
"I reckon about all the request we have to make
is that we will be permitted to hang around these
parts for a while and see how the fighting goes
on. From what we have learned, the Russians '"'
are puttinir up some great fights."
"Yes," and Frederick William frowned. "It is
deplorable that this war is going on, but the
honor and i::afety of the Fathe~fand is at stake.
We must fight it out to the bitter end. But
enough of this. I had forgotten about the war
after meeting you, and I feel the better for it;
I take pleasure in assuring you that your request.
is already granted. I will have the necessary
parchment drawn up immediately, and I will put
my signature to it."
"Thank you, Frederick. If I keep on I will
have such a pile of parchment papers that I win
have to use a traveling- bag to take them about
with me. You see, I have been getting one now
and then from the other countries that are engaged in the war. There · is Austria for instance.''
"Of course. You should certainly have permis-sion to go and come through Austria," the prince
spoke up.
"And of course I have done pretty well ia
France. It hasn't been necessary to ask permis•
sion to go and come through England yet."
Wild smikd when he said this.
"Hardly yet," Frederick William answered,
dryly. "But there is no telling- that it might be
necessary should you follow up the fortunes of
the Germani': 1n this war."
"I know what you mean. There is a possible
chance of the Germans invading Great Britain."
"A possible chance, yes, but we are again touching upon the war question. It will please me if
you will tell me something a~ut yourself and
what you and your friends have been doing since
I sav; you last."
Wild was more than willing- t• do this, and fur
fuJly half an hour he entertained His Royal Highness with the stories of some of the adventures he
with his friends had passed tbro1:1gh in the last
five or six weeks. Probably Frederick William,
would not have wearied of their presence, but
night was coming on an€! it was necessary for
Young Wild West to look about far some temporarv quarters. Not only had our friends broug-ht
their horses with them, but they had a good-sized
camp wagon which carried their camping- outfit
and supplies, which was drawn by two mules and
driven by the clever Chinee, Hop Wah, who was
well known by so many people as a very brilliant
sleight-of-hand performer and practical jolter,
even thouJ?;h hi!' eyes were almond-shaped and he
wore a long queue.
"We had quite a little difficulty in getting to
your headquarters, Frederick," Wild said, after
he had <.>xplained how necessary it was for them
to get camped as soon as possible. "But we got
here, and I reckon everything is all right. Now
then, if it pleases you we will st-Op somewhere
clo~e to the camp lines of your soldiers."
"Anywhere you please; but I have forgotten
something. I should see to it that the parchment I spoke of is written and signed."
"That will be all right. If you will just send
one of your guards with us so he can e:>q>lain to '
the officers we may meet1 I reckon ther11 will be ,
no difficulty."
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"I will do that. l am sorry I have no better
accommodations, or I surely would invite you all
' - to dine with me. Probably in a few days I may
have much better quarters, and then it will be
different."
- "Never mind about that," and the young deadshot laughed lightly. "We have no end of provisions with us, and I reckon if you happen to
run short of some things we will fix you up. How
would you like to eat supper, as we call it, in
camp with us? Our Chinaman was lucky enough
to get hold of a big chunk of venison that he
managed to induce a game-keeper to part with.
Probably you never ate a real American venison
stew."
"I never had the pleasure," and the eyes of the
prince sparkled.
"All right. It will be easy enough for you to
cancel the preparations fo:i: your dinner and come
over to our camp and eat supper with us."
"As I feel that my dignity will not be lowered
by accepting this invitation, and am quite sure
that it is well meant, I don't hesitate to accept,
'.¥oun~ Wild West. Wait. I will accompany you
and help you select the site you wish to camp
upon."
Certainly this was far more ~han the Americans expected. Here was the son of the great
Kaiser who was quite willing not only to associate with them, but to eat a common supper of
venison stew as well. Not that they really thought
he was any better as a man than themselves, but
but certainly it could be called nothing short of a
real honor. As they left the room the Crown
Prince spoke a few words to one of the guards,
ana then accompanied his visitors outside. A
short distance away was the wagon that carried
the camping outfit and provisions, and sitting at
the front holding the reins that were u sed to
drive a team of spirited mules, was Hop Wah,
the clever Chinee.
"Velly nicee day, so be," he said, bowin,g- in
Oriental fashion as the Crown Prince approachsi, "Me likee you velly muchee, so be, Misler
Plince."
"Don't pay ~ny attention to him," Wild said,
smilingly. "We have spoiled the hej\then, I suppose, by letting him have his own way. He is a
great character, and has been of the greatest use
to us since we have known him."
"I am with you Ame1·icans now, and I expect to
do as you do," was the reply. "Let us hurry and
repair to a camping spot so the venison stew may
be hastened as quickly as possible."
"It will take a little more than an hour to cook
it after the water starts b'ilin' in the pot, Freddie," Cheyenne Charlie remarked.
"Never mind that. I will be in good company
all the time, and I am sure I will not mind the
waiting."
"Oh, all right, then. You sorter seem to be
--true blue, an' blamed if I don't like you."
"That comes from the heart, and I. know it,"
the prince answered; showing how gratified he
was to hear the words spoken in such a blunt and
honest way.
Probably it amazed a great many officers and
soldiers to see the prince walking along with
Young Wild West and his friends as they led
their horses through the big camp to a small
patch of woods at the side of a little tributary
of the Vistula. But whatever comments they made
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were not h'eard by any of our friends or the
prince, and a few minutes later active preparations were going on to put the camp in shaoe.
The scout's wife promptly started in to prepare
the promised venison stew for the Crown Prinle.
Charlie found that Wild and Jim could look after
the horses, while Hop unloaded the camping outfit, so he set about peeling potatoes, too.
"Freddie," he said, smilingly, as the Crown
Prince came over and sat upon a log near them,
"that heathen of ours is putty good at makin' a
venison stew. But I reckon that I'm the one as
told him jest what oughter go in it."
.
"What does go in it, pray, if you are not averse
to telling me?"
"Well, I'll tell you in mighty few words. There's
venison cut up in pieces first; then comes a little
salt pork, which is to sorter touch it up an' make
an extra flavor, you know. Then there's potatoes
an' onions an' a couple of apples, if you have got
'em handy. These is all cut up in little piei·es
an' put in with the venison an' the pork. Of
course there's eyt to be water in the pot, you
know. If there wasn't there would be no stew.
Salt an' pepper goes in, most naturally, an' jest
about when the mess is b'ilin' all right you chuck
in a can of tomatoes. We have canned tomatoes
with us always, you know, Freddie."
"Is that so? Go on; I am much interested."
"I don't know how much further I km go on.
How about it, gal? Is there anything I've forgot?" and Charlie lookc,d inquiringly at his wife.
"Very little, I think," was the smiling retort.
"Oh, there's somethin' I forgot. I know what
it is. Jest about when this here stew ha~ been
cookin' for an hour, then you take some flour an'
stir it up in a,. tin cup with some water. Sorter
like a paste, you know. Then you dump this m
the pot an' stir it around with a big spoon for
two or three minutes. After you have done that
you tak~ the big spoon an' dip it in the pot to
take some of it out. You blow it a little this way,"
and the scout went through the performance of
holding a spoon close to his lips. "When it's cool
enough you taste it, an' if it ain't seasoned jest
right I reckon you kin put in more pepper an'
salt. There! That's about how to make a venison
stew."
"Well, I never felt so hungry in my life," Frederick William exclaimed, laughingly.
The Crown Prince, Frederick William, was very
democratic in his ways.
CHAPTER IL-The Attack in the Night.
Certainly it seemed that the Crown Prince was
well paid for his waiting, for · finally when the
supper was ready he took his place at the table,
which was a folding affair and could easily be
erected, and throwin~ aside all formalities, he ate
as heartily as any of the rest. Probably the girls
may have felt somewhat shy, but if such was the
case they soon got over it, and the result was that
the venison stew and other good things that had
been prepared rapidly disappeared. When the
meal was finally over with Frederick William
thanked the young deadshot and his friends heartily, and when they had all l'isen from the table
he felt in his pockets as if for something to
smoke.
"You likee havee goodee cigar, Misler Plince?"
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Hop Wah asked, for he happened to be close
enough and easily guessed what the prince was
looking for.
"I have a good supply of them at my quarters,"
was the reply, with some little hesitation, for no
doubt he felt that Hop would hardly have the
kind of cigar he wa3 in the habit of smoking.
"Lat alle<.> light. Me gottee goodee cigar; You
tly one, so be."
Wild shot a warning glance at the heathen, for
he was not quite certain but that he might be up
to some practical joke. Generally Hop carried
with him wherever he went cigars that were loaded with gunpowder, :oo he might play a trick upon
some innocent whenever he chose to. But it hardly seemed possible that he would dare to give
such a cigar to the Crown Prince of Germany.
"Lat allee light, Misler Wild," the Chinaman
said, smilingly. "Me knowee whattee you mean.
Me gettee velly goodee cigar, so be. Allee samee
Cuba tobaccee. Mc fetchee fiom Melica."
"Well, prince," the young deadshot said, nodding· to their royal guest, "I reckon you might try
one of the heathen's cigars. As a rule he generally does have pretty good ones, and since he says
he brought them from the United States, you can
chance it, anyhow."
"Thank you, I will willingly take the chance, as
you call it."
Hop Quickly handed him a cigar which was
wrapped in tinfoil. This seemed to please Frederick William greatly, for he bowed his thanks
and then quickly made the cigar i·eady for smnking. Cheyenne Charlie kindly picked a burning
brand from the fire and soon the cigar ·was going.
"I think I will remain a while, if you have no
objections," the prince said, as he bat down close
to the larger of the two tents that Wild and Jim
had assisted the Chinamap ta erect before supper was ready. "I really feel quite at ease now.
It is such a relief after the strenuous day I have
put in on the field of battle."
'fhe girls excused themselves and set about to
arrange thmgs so they all might pass the night ·
as comfortably as possible. Sleeping in tents was
something the young deadshot and his friends
were greatly accustomed to, for at least five
nights in the week they had done so while making·
their adventurous trips through the great region
of the United States that is commonly called the
Wild West. The camp-fire was kept blazing, and
with a couple of lanterns to assist in giving light,
the camp certainly was cosy enough. The Crown
Prince pulled away and showed that he thoroughly enjoyed the cigar, though he made no comments. He was not in a very talkative mood now,
but when Cheyenne Charlie happened to make a
remark about a trifling incident that had happened in Cheyenne, he turned to him quickly and
u.id:
"They call you Cheyenne Charlie, I believe."
"That's right. I s'pose that's my name."
"But you surely must have another name."
u! reckon I've got one, but I never u se it unless
it's when I have to sign some kind of papers that
the law c~lls for. I was christened Charles Wateon, but my :f~ther an' mother died afore I was
old enough to remember 'em. I've got an uncle
livin' in 'Frisco, though."
"It was unfortunate to lose your parents while
IO young!'

"I s'pose so. They both died the same day,
you know."
"Is that so?" ani:l the p1·ince showed surprise."
"Injuns killed 'em," Charlie said, just as "if it.
was hardly worth mentioning. "But you kin bet "
he added, "that I've been gittin' square ever sin~ ,..
I hate redskins through an' through, though, of
course, them what we've got with us in the show
ain't likely to break out an' do any killin' an'
scalpin' of palefaces. It's born in 'em·, though an'
I reckon if they thou _g ht they had a good ch:i.nce
they would start in an' clean up things."
"I have read much of the Indian race, and it
has a~ways b~n interesting to me. Surely the
American Indians are•a wonderful people in more
ways than one."
"Maybe they are," Charlie answered, with a
shrug of his shoulders. "I can't help allowin' that.
pictures of 'em does look mighty good. Then
ag'in, they seem to take putty well in a show."
"America is a wo11derful country. I had planned
to visit it two years ago, but circumstances prevented me. When this war is over, if I survive it,
I certainly must go there. Y0u must know, Youngl
Wild West, that I have read much about your.
country, and I admire it through and through.;
The sports you have there, too, are great. Therer
is baseball, for instance. Do you know anything
about foe great national game of your country?"
"I never played baseball of any account, Fred-.
erick," the Young Deadshot answered, with a
shake of the head. "The fact is I have never witnessed a great many games. I have always been
too busy looking for the opportunity to helPI
straighten things out where I found them crooked.
Mv fondness for excitement and adventure has
allowed me to do thi s, I suppose. But I assure.·
vou that I believe that there is no outdoor game
anywhe1·e that can quite equal baseball."
"I thoroughly agree with you. Why, do you
know that during; my idle moments I have practiced considerable at throwing and catching a
ball, the kind we import from America, too?" · '
"Me play ball velly muchee goodee, so be," came.,,
from the clever Chinee, who was sitting not far
away and taking in everything that was said.
,
· "Shet up, heathen. You don't know a baseball
from a bat," Cheyenne Charlie called out sharply.
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. Me play baseball in 'Flisco when me belong to um Sunday
School, 5o be: Me velly gleat pitchee. Stlikee
plenty batters 6utee, so be."
"This is indeed amusing," Frederick William .
declared. "I happen to know, if my reading is
correct, that there are Chinese baseball teams
traveling throughout the United States. "
"That might be right, Freddie," the scout said,
nodding hi~ head. "But you kin bet that this here
heathen never played baseball. He's one of the
blamedest Jian that ever was, though I must say
that he ain't given to !yin' to do anyone an injury.
He lies for fun, an' I've knowed him to steal fw=
fun, too. :what do you think of that?"
''Me no stealee, Misler Charlie," Hop said, mak- '
ing out that h e was injured greatly by the remark.
"Oh_, shet up! If you got where there was a
jug of tanglefoot hid around, you would start
right in an' look for it, an' if you could git yow;
hands on it you would steal it mighty quick."
The Crown Prince then wanted to know whal
Charlie meant by tanglefoot, and when it was e1ctf;
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. plained to him that that was a common Weste1·n
phrase for tne spirituous liquor called whisky,
whether it was good, bad, or indifferent, he gave
a nod and saici:
~,.."Oh, yes. I remember having seen that word
used in the W'estern ~tories I have read."
How much longer the Crown Prince might have
remained at Young: Wild West's camp cannot be
said, for, just then•a messenger came in and delivered an official envelope to him. Frede11ck
William frowned as he accepted it, for it seemed
that he did not care to be interrupted during the
enjoyable evening he had started to spend with
the Americans. But he opened the envelope, and
then carefully read the inclosure, our friends
watching him and noticing· that the expression of
his face kept changing. Finally he placed the
paper back in the envelope, and rising to his feet,
said:
1 "I have an important duty to attend to, ladies
and gentlemen. You will please excuse me."
: The messenger stood waiting, but the Crown
F"rlnce quickly waved him away, and then after
waiting a moment and again thanking our .friends,
he started abruptly to proceed back to his qua1·ters.
"Hold on a minute, Frederick,'' \Vild said, stepping over to him. "Let me accompany you. It
doesn't seem right that the Crown Prince of Germany should proceed alone even for such a short
distance."
"Do you really think that way, YounJl.· Wild
West?" and the prince smiled.
"I certainly do."
" 'Very well. You shall accompany me, then, not
because I fear to go alone, but b,ecause I think it
may please you."
"It certainly will ulease me greatly."
"Very well. Come on, then."
. The final salute was given to the rest in the
camp, and then the two walked leisurely through
the darkness and into the camp of the German
soldiers.
When they arrived at the Crown
Prince's headquarters Frederick William turned
to the young deadshot and said:
"Thank you, Young Wild West. I shall never
forget the enJoyable time I have had with you,
short as it was. Now then, the stern duties of
war come upon me again, and in case I do not act
the same way the next time you see me, please
think nothing of it. But I assure you that you
Wi11 have no difficulty in proceedin_g anywhere in
the German territory as far _as my command
reaches. I will bid you good-evening."
"Good-night, Prince,'' Wild answered, and then
he turned to go away.
Frederick William was about to go into the
building, but he changed his mind and called out
quickly:
"Wait, Young Wild ·west!" .
- ~'What is it?" the boy asked, as he came back
and looked inquiringly.
"I feel that I must tell you something that the
message I received ju;;t now concerns."
"Not necessary at all."
"But I will do so, anyhow. It is simply an
answer to a communkation I dispatched this
morning. General von Hindenberg will upon the
day after tomorrow assume full charge of the
army of this section, and he will lead the march
into Warsaw.''
"And vou ?" the bov asked.
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"Oh, I shall probably 1·etire from here and enter upon a new field. I must keep fighting for
the cause of the Fatherland, you know."
Then he rather abruptly bade the boy gcodnig·ht, and entered his quarters. Wild went back
to the .camp much impressed. If he had met the
Crown Prince and not known who and what he
w:;;s, he would have taken him for one of the
plainest of men, and a thorough gentleman at
that. But even though he did know him to be the
hE'ir to the throne of the German Empire, he
could hardly think him anything else.
· "He's all right," he muttered, as he neared the
camp, "but if I was uenned down closely and
forced to give an opinion, I would have to say
that I don't admire the way Germany is pushing
this war. But it's all right. I am neutral, and
that settles it."
Wild !>aid nothing about what the prince had
told him relative to the message he had received.
Really he felt that it was something that should
not have been told to him, so he was not going
to mention it even to Arietta or his partners. As
the evening drew on sorlie of the soldiers str~ched
along the long line of camp-fires became rather
noi~y.
Singing was heard in rnany instances,
which showed pretty well that they were enjoying themselves even though they had been upon
the field of battle all day long. But the fighting
had ceased a little before sundown, and unless
something happened during the night, they were
all due to get a good night's rest. Our friends
did not know just how close they were to the
Russian lines. Most of the fightin.11: that had been
done during the day was at long range, heavy
field pieces being used.
Certainly they Jlad no idea that the Russians
woulci make an attack before morning. It was
about eleven o'clock when they retired for the
night the usual guard being kept, for even though
they were ~ close to the German soldiers, they
adhered strictly to the ruie they had always practiced. It was Jim's lot to stand first watch. He
let the fire die out, and took things easy, though
now and then he moved about just to k,,;ep off
the feeling of drowsiness. Cheyenne Charlie was
to relieve him at one o'clock, and just before the
time came for him to arouse the scout a se1·ies of
noises which sounded rather out of place for the
midnight hour came to his ears. The sounds
quickly spread, and soon there was a tumult
raging somewhere off to the right. Then bugles
began sounding, followed by the tramping of
many feet. That portion of the German camp
was in an uproar. Jim knew that something unexpected had happened, and naturally he took it.
for granted that the Russians were attacking the
German lines in the dead hour of the night. He
quickly ran to the tent where his partners and
Hop were sleeping.
"Get up, boys!" he called out sharpiy.
"What's the matter, Jim?" Young Wild West
answered, as he hurriedly emerged from the tent.
Before Jim could make a reply a volley of rifle
shots sounded less than a mile away.
"Grear, gimlets!" Cheyenne Charlie excla"med.
"I reckon the fightin' has started. What time is
it, anyhow?"
"One o'clock, Charlie,'' Jim answered. "It is an
attack in the night. I reckon we have got to look
out for ~urselves. The fii:in_g is pretty close by."
The girls of course were awakened, and in a
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few minutes they came out of their tent. They
were somewhat excited, as might be supposed,
but Wild quickly allayed their fears.
"Don't get excited," he said, in his cool and
.easy way. "There is a little scrimmage going on
about a mile away, as near as I can judge by the
sounds. But that don't mean that we will be in
it."
•
There was really nothing for our friends to do
but to remain there and wait for what might
happen. Steadily the firing increased, and when
some rapid-fire guns were brought into play the
din became deafening. But the old war sounds
were familiar to them now, for they had heard
~much of it since they had been in Europe that
they could converse and hear what each other
said almost as well as if nothing had been going
on. What really was taking place, as they afterward learnl!d, was that a force, numbering
four thousand Russian cavalry, had centered an
attack upon what they thought to be the weakest
spot in the German Jines. l\>1ounted Cossacks followed the charge, and taken somewhat unawares,
the Kaiser's lines were broken and forced to draw
back.· Then the Czar's cavalry re-formed and
made repeated attacks, gaining slightly at every
maneuver. When an hour had passed Young
Wild West and his friends were treated to the
i;pectacle of Cossacks dashing past them on the
right, and within two hundred yards of their
camp. Then almost before they were aware of it
they were between the fire of both sides.
"Get to cover!" Young Wild West called out,
sharply. "I reckon this is getting altogether too
warm for us."
In among the trees they ran, and throwing
themselves close to the ground, listened as the
bullets and bursting shrapnel flew over their
heads. Surely it was a thrilling foment for the
young deadshot and his companions .

CHAPTER III.-The Chance to Lend a Helping
Hand.
What might be called miracles often happen
in times of war. A thousand shots have been
fired without a soldier being killed. Surely it
was wonderful that Young Wild West and his
friends escaped the leaden hail that kept passing
over them for a period of fully five minutes. But
they remained unscathed, and as a brigade of the
German cavalry swung around from the right
and came to the assistance of the infantry that
was bravely resisting the Russian attack, the tide
of the battle suddenly changed. The Russians
were forced to withdraw temporarily , and naturally they rode away in a direction that was
entirely opposite to :where Young Wild West's
camp was located. But not until he was sure
that there was no further danger did the young
• deadshot give the word for his companion s to
rise' to their feet. When they were all standing
up he looked about him and said:
"Anyone hurt?"
No one was, and with a satisfied nod he turned
to the two tents that were only a few yards from
where they had been hiding during the time of
the terrific fighting. There was much commotion
all along the German line, though the main body
of that division was now in full pursuit of the

retreating Russian forces. Lights began showing here and there, so it struck Wild that they
might as well have one, too.
"Hop," he said, calling to the Chinaman, "light.
a lantern. We'll see if any damage has been ""'
done to our tents."
"Allee Jight, Misler Wild," came the reply, and
the clever Chinee was not long in furnishing the
light. Then they took a look, and when they discovered that both tents were pretty well riddled
with bullets, though none seemed to have gone
very close to the bottom, he could not help thinking of the danger they had passed through without being harmed.
"I reckon both sides was shootin' mighty hig,li,
Wild," the scout said, as he took the lantern and
made a further examinatio n. "Sorter looks as
if about firty or sixty bullets went through the
canvas of the tents. But if we had been in
'em an' kept down, no one would have been hit.
"I reckon you're right, Charlie," was the reply. "That is what I call a pretty narrow escape._
But as we are used to narrow escapes, we'll just
put it down as in the general course of events."
A detachmen t of soldiers came hurrying to the
spot just then. One of them was an orderly of
the Crown Prince, and as he came to a halt he
promptly began counting our friends. When he
saw that there were seven of them he breathed
a sigh of relief, and then saluting to our hero,
said:
"Any casualties? "
"No," was the reply. "We were mighty lucky.,''
"I came to find out at the order of Prince
Frederick William. He just returned after leading a cavalry attack upon the foe."
"All right, you can tell him that we are not
hurt one bit. Our camping outfit got touched up
a bit, though. But that's all right. Tell him I'll
see him in the morning."
The orderly nodded, and then after giving instructions for his men to follow him, promptly '
left the camp.
"Now then, Charlie," Wild said, in his cool
and easy way, "I reckon you can start in on your
watch. The i·est of us will retire. I feel pretty
certain that we won't be disturbed again tonight.
It might have been a clever ruse of the Russians
to make the midnight attack, but it seemed that
they didn't gain much by it, after all. At first
it looked as if they were going to carry everything their own way. But when that attack
came from the left it was too much for them.
It's all right, though. We have lost a little sleep
by it, but that won't make any difference."
Charlie nodded, and then stood watching them
as they sought the tents. It was as Wild said.
Nothing further occurred to disturb them during
the night, and shortly after daylight they were
up and stirring as usual. Hop kindled a fire, ana
it was not long before preparatio ns for breakfast
were well under way.
Charlie insisted upon having some of the venison stew that was left over warmed up in addition to his ham and eggs. He was a big eater,
anyway, and being so long accustomed to eating
game, it surely tasted good to him when he could
get a piece of venison between his teeth. In the
daylight the perforated canvas of the tents
showed up quite plain, and our friends could but
thank their stars that they had gotten off S<l'
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easy. While Wild had told the orderly that he
would call upon the Crown Prince in the morning,
he did not feel just like doing it. It might be
that Frederick William would be very busy laying his plans, for certainly the unexpected midnight attack must have given him plenty to think
about and force him to send orders to his generals all along the line. About eight o'clock
soldiers were seen making preparatio ns to move.
"What's up now, I wonder'!" Jim asked, looking
somewhat puzzled.
"They're going to change . their position, I
reckon,'' Wild answered.
. "Then you think they mean to withdraw? "
• "I can't say as to that. I reckon I'll go and
find out."
Having made up his mind to go and see the
Crown Prince, anyhow, Young Wild West started
from the camp, makmg straight for the headquarters that was but a short distance away.
. "Just as he got to the front of the little build·
ing who should come out but Frederick William
,
himself.
· "Ah!" he exclaimed, his face lighting up.
"Good morning, Young Wild West."
. "Good morning,'' Wild a:nswered, giving him
the military salute his rank entitled him to. "I
j;hought I'd come around and see how you were
making out."
"And I was just going to make you a call to
learn how you all were. You were certainly in
a danger spot ast night."
"Somewha t,'' Wild answered, smilingly. "But
we are . used to that sort of thing, you know."
- "You were right between the firing lines."
"I know it. But we simply got into the woods
and lay flat upon the ground and didn't get hit."
"How fortunate. The attack was unexpected ,
and for a time it seemed that we were going to
get the worst of it. But finally I got my division
in action in time, and the foe was forced to beat
a retreat. There were only about four thousand
- of them, as far as I can learn."
"That's quite a number, too, when you come
to think of it," Wild answered. "But,'' he added,
"I suppose it don't amount to much, considering
that there are millions now engaged in the fighting."
"Four thousand is a mere handful," the Crown
Prince answered, shaking his head. "They simply wanted to pierce our line in the hope of driving my troops into disorder. But they failed, so
really there was no advantage gained. The Russian losses are two to our one."
"What are you going to do now, if I may ask
the question?" Wild a sked, as he turned and
looked at the hundreds of troops that were being
formed into line preparato1· y to starting on the
m rch.
'We are going to advance along the bank of
- the river preparator y to making an attack upon
two forts," the Crown Prince answered, in a low
tone of voice, speaking slowly and .keeping his
eyes upon the face of our hero as he did it.
"Going to attack the forts?" Wild asked, dropping his. voice, for he could tell right away that
it was not intended that anyone should hear what
was to take place.
"Yes. You will say nothing about this, please.
I mean by that, that it is not necessary for our
soldiers to know just what they are going to do.
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They are simply ord~red to march, and of course
they are so well trained that they will obey any
order given them. At the same time it is not well
for an ordinary soldier in the field to know what
he is going to face. He will find it out soon
enough," and a ·f aint smile showed upon the
prince's face.
"All right, Frederick," Wild answered, in his
cool and easy way. "You can depend upon it
that I shall say nothing about your intentions."
"Oh, you can tell your companions , of course.
But you might tell them not to let it go any
further."
"All right. Let it go that way. But say, I
wonder if we couldn't move along with you and
get into some position so we might watch the
bombardin g of the forts."
"Young \Vild West," the Ct·own Prince answered gravely, "if you take my advice you will
not t1·y such a thing. But," he added, looking
sharply at the boy, "it seems that you are not
the one to take this sort of advice. You are
anxious to see our heavy guns open fire upon the
Russian forces. Never saw such a spectacle, did
you?"
"I never saw big German guns turned loose
upon Russian forts, but we saw something similar over in France."
"Oh, yes, y~u mean Nancy and Verdun."
"That's right."
At that moment an orderly came hurrying to
the spot, and knowing that Frederick William
had all he could attend to just then, Wild excused himself and withdrew.
"How about it, Wild?" Jim asked him as he
hurried to meet the young deadshot.
"We are going to have the chance to see some
of the big Krupp guns working on the Russian
forts before very long."
"Is that so?" and Jim's eyes sparkled.
"You bet your life it's so. I got it from the
Crown Prince himself."
Before he could say anything more Charlie
and the girls met them. They were all eager to
know how Frederick Willia.rn was and where the
When Wild told
troop~ were to march to.
them all about it the girls did not seem to be inclined to go close enough to witness the artillery
duel. But Wild smilingly told them that there
would be no danger, since they were pretty certain to find a place from which they could look
upon the scene with the field-glasse s they had
and take it all in.
"Get yourself busy Hop," the young deadshot
said to the Chinaman. "We are going to move."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and th~ Chinaman
lost no time in turning his attention to the two
tents, which he at once began to take down.
Charlie and Jim· went to his assistance, while
Wild assisted the girls to make the horses ready
for traveling. By the time they were ready to
leave the spot three or four thousand German
troops had moved past them, following the road
which ran along close to the bank of the river.
But the line was a long one. They kept coming
right along-, and finally when our friends got on
the move there were thousands yet behind.
"This is what you might call marching through
Poland," Wild said to Arietta, as they were riding along slightly in advance of the rest. "As
near as I can judge, this army is heading direct
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for Warsaw.
seems to be the objective
point, you know."
"Yes, Wild, I know," the girl answered, somewhat gravely. "But ha!i it occurred to you that
the Russians have as many if not more soldiers
ready to stop the aqvance of the Germans?"
"Oh, yes, it has occurred to me all right, Et.
Such a thing would only be supposed. But I
happen to know that General Von Hindenberg
has been ordered to take charge of this division
of the Kaiser's army, and that his instructions
are to capture Warsaw. vVhether he will do it
or not, I cannot say. That will depend upon the
efficiency of the Czar's generals, I suppose."
They rode on, talking in this strain, but neither expressed themselves as to which side they
would like to see win."
As the Germans were the invaders, if put to
the test they might have felt like siding with the
Russians. But the German version of it was that
they were forced to invade the other countries
in order to cripple the allied forces so much that
they would not have the chance to sweep down
upon Germany and wipe it out of existence. Not
being acquainted with the real facts leading up
to the great war, neither Wild nor Arietta were
capable of passing anything like an opinion.
For some reason the battle had. not been resumed at daylight in the morning. While Wild
could see Russian troops in the distance by means
of his field glass, they seemed to have withdrawn
from the river. But this did not mean that they
were on the run, as he soon determined, for there
was anything but fear shown by the infantry
and cavalry. They seemed simply to be at a rest,
for what purpose he could not imagine. Meanwhile the advance of the German army continued,
our friends keeping along with it, though they
gained quite a little upon those who had gone
ahead of them. Just before noon they came to
what had no doubt once been a thriving little
village, which was located upon very high ground,
the river flowing along beneath. The German
flag was flying over the village, but m'Ost of the
inhabitants had fled from it. However, there
were those who were non-combatants remaining.
It must have been that the village had been
taken without a struggle, for little signs of destruction were seen. The German troops halted
as the head of the big column reached a bridge
just below the main part of the village. Our
friends, however, went right up the hill and dismounted near what must have been the village
hall.
German soldiers were patrolling the
strioets, and naturally one of them came to our
friends and demanded to know who they were
and where they were going. Wild simply showed
him his royal passport, as it might be called, and
that settled it. The soldier no doubt hastened to
tell all the others who were detailed there about
it, so the Americans were looked upon with considerable respect.
"Anna," Wild said, nodding to the scout's wife,
after they had foUnd a place where they might
kindle a fire and cook their dinner in case they
could not obtain what they wanted in a restaurant, "just find out if any stores are needed.
There is a store over there which seems to ~e doing business."
"I will, Wild, right away," was the reply.
Qlarlie and Hop assisted her to look for tbe

•provisions they had, and the verdict was that
they needed coffee, flour and sugar, and some >
bacon and eggs, if such could be obtained.
"Come on, Hop. We'll go and see about it,"
Wild said, calling to the clever Chinee. "I reckon the rest can look after things while we're
away."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," the Chinaman answered, for he was delighted to accompany :him.
The two started on foot down the village street,
and soon came to the store Wild had mentioned.
There were quite a few women and children, as
well as a few old men gathered near it, while
soldiers kept parading up and down before it.
As Wild entered the store he saw a soldier who
bore the shoulder-straps of a first lieutenant,
talking earnestly with a very fat man who was
undoubtedly a German. The latter was behind a
counter, and it was easy to guess that he must be
the proprietor of the store. The two were talking
excitedly, and failed to notice Wild and Hop as
they came in and stood near them until the young
deadshot spoke.
"Excuse me," he said. "We would like to buy
something."
The man behind the counter turned quickly,
and when he saw the young dea<lshot in his picturesque costume he evinced no little surprise.
Slowly the lieutenant turned and looked at him,
too. Then his face lighted up, and putting out
his hand, he exclaimed :
·
"It is a great pleasure to meet j>'bu, Herr West.
I witnessed several performances of your great
and wonderful show in Berlin. I am Lieutenant
Schlager."
"Pleased to meet you, lieutenant, though I can't
say that I ever saw you before. But it's all right.
If you were at our snow in Berlin, you certainly
saw me."
"Surely I did," was the reply, in excellent
English, as he had spoken in that language at
first. "Much .I have read of you, Young Wild
West, and if half of it is true you surely ought to be able to help 111e, for I am in distress."
"Distress?" and the boy looked at him in surprise.
"Yes," and the lieutenant motioned him to step
aside, as if he did not want Hop to hear what he
was talkmg about.
"The storekeeper is Herr Metz," he said, in a
low tone of voice, as he motioned toward the man
Dehind the counter. "His daughter, Katrina, is a
very beautiful girl, I think.
The fact is, I
er--"
"Are in love with her," Wild interrupted, helping him out.
"Yes, I must admit it. No wonder I am in distress, Young Wild West, for Katrina was last
night abducted by a Russian captain whose name
is Pandroski, and is now in his power in the
fortified town nine miles up the river."
"That sounds a little bad, lieutenant," the
young deadshot answered, after thinking a moment. "You want me to help rescue your sweetheart, is that it?"
"Yes, yes," came the eager reply.
"All right. You can bet your life I'll go the
limit on it, and if I don't come pretty near doing
it, my name is not Young Wild West. But say,
lieutenant, you say the abducted girl is your
sweetheart. The fact of her living }\ere makes ii
seem as if you have known her but a short time.
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Yoa certainly haven't been stationed here very mind that I am goin.e: to do my level best to get
this German girl away from that Russian caplong."
"Oh, we were acquainted befor e Metz came here tain. It's got to be done by strategy, that is sure,
and opened up this business. Nattutrally I was but we'll see if an American bo/y can outwit a
Russian captain."
deli.,.hted when I found I was coming here." •
Cheyenne Charlie exclaimed, shrugging
"i see, lieutenant. It strikes me that this Rus- his"Huh!"
shoulders. " If you can't do it, there ain't no
sian captain you spoke of must be in love with
one livin' as kin. Russian captain, eh? I'll bet
the girl, too."
"That is it exactly. But she certainly cares two cents that hes' a big, ugly-lookin' coyote with
whiskers."
. .
nothing for him."
"All right. I suppose I can see you any time
"I don't know about that, Charlie. But Lieutenant Schlager certainly has no whiskers. He is
today."
"I will be here all day, unless orders come that a very good-looking man. too. You will have a
chance to meet him shortly, for he is coming
I am not expecting."
"Very well. We will make a few purchases, down to the camp to talk matters over."
and if you don't mind you might take a walk
"Come on, we had better huuy along with the
down to our camp. We are resting just the other dinner, then, gal,'' and the scout nodded to his
side of the village hall."
wife.
"Thank you, thank you," and tears came in the
"We can't make it cook any faster than it will,"
eyt's of the delighted lieutenant.
was the reply. "But what's the difference if this
The proprietor of the store of course heard lieutenant comes before we are through eating
them talking, but not being able to speak Eng- or not? If he does we car. invite him to sit
~ Ush, he could not understand why the lieutenant
down."
should show such signs of deli'ght. When he was _ "We'll be through with our noonday meal before
informed in German that Young Wild West, the he arrives," Wild said smilingly. "Take your time
great American, was going to assist in rescuing about it, Anna."
his daughter, it w as the old storekeeper's turn to
After a while the meal was ready, and then all
show delight. Wild made the necessary pur- sat down and proceeded to enjoy it. While they
chases and then" after being assured by the lieu- no dcubt could easily have found accommodation@
tenant' that he would . visit their camp an hour in a house that had been vacated by those wha
later he went out with the clever Chinee.
had occupied it, they were just as well satisfied to
"Well, Hop," he said, as they were on their camp upon the ground. Ther e were trees on one
way "back "I reckon we'll have a chance to do side of them, and a drinking fountain that was
somebody 'a good turn. I'm mighty glad we came there for both man and beast was but a few yards
,, from them. The horses were permitted to graze
.
.
over into Poland."
"Mc, too, Misler Wild. Evelythlmg allee light,
upon the luxuriant gl·ass that was in a little triwas the reply.
angle at the east end of the village hall, though
no one had asked permission for this. However,
the Polish town was in the hands of the Germans, and since our fri ends had ·the necessary
CHAPTER IV.-Hop Still At His Tricks.
permit to go and come when they pleased among
When Wild and Hop turned to the camp they the Kaiser's troops, they di<;l not really deem it
..-§ound Anna cooking dinner with the assistance of "necessary to a sk for such a SllJ.all favor as that.
the scout. He quickly informed them of the bit Shortly after the dinner was over with, and just
of romance he had popped in upon, and in·stantly as Anna and Hop were clearing away the rethe girls were ablaze with curiosity, while, of mains, Lieutenant Schla ger and Herr Metz, the
course Charlie ad Jim declared that anythmg storekeeper, were seen approaching by the young
de.adshot.
thev diuld do might be expected.
"That's all right, boys," the young deadshot
"Here they come," he said, nodding his head
said in answer to this remark; "just wait till I approvingly. "The old fellow is the kidnaped
tell 'you all about it."
giTI's father. He keeps the store where I bought
Then he quickly related all that the lieutenant the supplies."
had told him, adding:
They all had a good chance to look the two over
"A queer sort of business, I suppose. It seems as they were approaching, for they were still a
rather funny that we should every now and then hundred yards away when Wild spoke.
strike upon something of this sort. Her.e is a
"That lieutenant looks ali right to me," was
case of a Russian captain and a German lieuten- Cheyenne Charlie's verdict. "Now then, we'll jest
ant being in love with the same girl. The girl listen to what he has to say. Most likely he kin
favors the German, which is nothing strange, tell a lot more than he told Wild, if he's got the
since she is a German herself, though living in chance to do it."
Poland. Now then, along comes the Russian capThe two men quickly reached the camp, and
tain and in the dead hour of the night he abducts
Wild was introducing them to his partners and
the fair maiden and spirits her away to a fortified as
Hop Wah slipped away and dodged
town where, no doubt, he feels that she will be the girls
got to a safe distance.
secu;e from any attempt at a i·escue, and will in behind some trees until he
to the rear of the village
due time consent to marry him. Sounds some- Then he darted around
building, and once out of sight settled down to an
thing like a novel, or a play, don't it?"
"If it were not for such things happening in easy walk.
"Me go havee lillee fun, so be," he muttered, as
real life so often, novels and plays would not be
he looked back and grinned. "Misler Wild talkee
written, Wild," Arietta spoke up.
"Oh, is that so? All right, little girl. We'll let vell~uchee now allee 'boutee um German girl
it go at that, then. But you can make up your whattee he wantee findee for um soldier. Me

10

YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FORTS

havee lillee dlink, and maybe me play some dl~w
pok!!e. Me velly smartee Chinee."
Hop had nothing upon his person that would
be the means of permitting him to go about the
captured village. But he had been seen with
Young Wild West, and this was quite sufficient.
\\1 hile the soldiers on patrol stopped and i;mileu
at him, none of them spoke to him, unless he hap11ened to salute them first. There seemed to be
nothing on in that particular part of the village,
' or the hou~es were pretty well scattered, and of
the old-fashioned type. Hop went around, and
rr.on got upon the principal street, and when he
found himself almost directly opposite the store
that was keot by Herr Metz, he decided to go in.
H alf a dozen women and children were standing
outside looking at the provisions that were shown
in a b ig window and acting very much a s if they
d id not have> the money to buy anythinsc with.
"Velly nicee day," Hop said, nodding to them.
But they did not understand him, and merely
sh0wed surprise and curiosity. As Hop entered
the store he found a motherly looking German
woman waiti~ upon a customer. This was the
wiJ-e of Herr Metz and the mother of the girl who
had been abducted by the Russian captain. The
Chinaman guessed this much. But he decided to
ask her about it, so he would be sure.
• t'Velly nicee day," he said, bowing politely.
"Ja," the woman answered, smiling, ·for it
seemed that ~he had learned to taik a little Englif\.J.i, an<l muse have understood what the Chinaman £aid.
"Me velly smartee Chinee, so be," Hop went on,
while the customer, who was an old woman,
·
stared at him half. in fear.
"Vat you say?" the woman asked, not catching
the meaning of his worm.
"Me velly smartee Chinee, w · be. Allee samee
likee Melican."
But that was all Greek to her. Plain English
was bad enough, no doubt, but when it came to
piclgin-English ·!he·was entfrely out of it.
"Me Youn~ Wild West's Clevee Chinee," Hop
went on, doing his best to make himself understood.
"Wild West!" the woman imid, nodding approyingly. "American."
"Lat light, -You111r Wild West shootee velly
muchee rtlaight, so be. Me allee samee likee
Young Wild West. Me shoot.ee somethlinsc pletty
quickee."
Then he suddenly pulled 1rom its place of concealment the big, old-fashioned six-shooter he always carried with him, and looked about a s if he
was trying to find something to shoot at. At this
the old lady gave a scream and, dropping her
basket, fled from the store, while the wife of the
storekeeper threw up her hands and began
screaming for all she was worth. A soldier happened to be walking past at that moment, and he
came in with a rush.
"Whattee mattee?" Hop asked, turning suddenly and pointing his revolver straight at him.
The soldier came to an abrupt halt, his face
paling. But the clever Chinee knew he dared not
go too far, so smilingly put away the weapon,
and then, extending his hand, advanced to the
astonished soldier.
"Lat allee light," he said, as he reached <town
and gripped his hand. "Me Young Wild West's

Clevee Chinee. Me showee um woman my levolver
and she gittee velly muchee 'fl.aid."
The soldier did not know just what to do about
it, but he goon turned to the woman and began '
que!rtioning her. What she said Hop did not'
know, but it seemed that she was satisfied to let
him go if he would leave the store immediately.
He decicted that the be!lt thing he could do would
be to vacate the premises.
"Lat allee light," he said to the soldier. "You '
velly nic:ee German man, so be. Me allee samee
velly smartee Chinee. Maybe you likee havee
lillee dlink."
Then he pushed him gently aside, and hurried
to the door. The German woman waved her
hands excitedly, showing how glad she was that
he was leaving. Hop did not stop in front of the
store, even though he was not afraid of being
halted by the man doing guard duty. He hurried
on down the street until he came to the nearest
corner. A good-sized building stood here, and it
was easy fer the China-man to understand tl;at it
had lately been a saloon. But, to all appearances, .
it was closed now. However, as he pau!led and·
took a look at the closed door and windows, his •
sharp ears detected sounds from within. He got
a little clo!er, and then he realized that more
than one person was inside, and that quite a conversation · was going on.
"Maybe me havee lillee fun an<l gittee dlink,''
he muttered, under his breath. "Me findee outtee
velly muchee quickee."
The next thing he did was to try the door, but .
it was fastened on the inside. Knowing that it
would do him no good to knock, he moved on
around the corner and soon came to another door.
He tried this, but this, too, was locked. He paused
and scratched his head, at the same time keeping
his eyes open. A few feet furthe1· on a board ·
fence started directly from the corne1· of the
building and there was a gate right thexe. The
moment he saw this the clever Chinee decided '
that this was the way to get in, as there cer- '
tainly was e:omething in the way of business going on in the building. Just as he started toward
the ~ate it opened, and a soldier stepped out.
"Velly nicee day, so be," Hop said, smiling
blandly, while he stepped quickly forward and
seized the gate just in time to prevent it from
beinir shut.
· The soldier showed no little su1·prise at this,
but, aftel' hesitating for a moment, said something
in his OV<n language and hurried from the spot.
Then Hop quickly pai!sed inside, closing the gate
after him. Within a few feet of him was a little
stoop with a door partly opened. No.iselessly he
got uuon the stoop and stepped inside the building, finding himself in a narrow hallway. He.
walked a long this a few feet, and then found himself at a closed door behind which there was talking going on. That was enough to satisfy him
that he had found the right spot, so, with-0ut any
further hesitation, he turned the knob of the door
and pulled upon it. Open it went, and then into
a good-sized room where there were tables and
chairs and not Jess t!rnn half a dozen men, most
of whom were soldiers, he stepped.
"Velly nicee day," he observed, at the same time
making a profound bow.
Certainly there was no one there who expected ..
a Chinaman to enter so unexpectedly. But they,
had been· caught with the goods, as the sayiq
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ges, for mugs of beer and bottles of liquor were
upon the tables before some of the men. A lame
man using a crutch was the only one in the room
without a hat, and Hop took it for granted that
he was either the proprietor or the man who was
waiting upon the customers. But he was not gomg to take the chances of being refused, so stepping to the nearest table, he seized a bottle of
liquor, and then feeling in his pocket, produced
some money that would more than pay for it, and
offered it to the astounded cripple.
There was much excited talk then, the customer.:; joining in with the man in charge. But Hop
paid no attention to this. He simply laid the
money upon the table, and then taking a chair,
threw himself back in a comfortable position and
proceeded to take a drink from the bottle. Having gone this far, it seemed that he had made
himself solid, so to speak, for there was no move
upon the part of the cripple or anyone else to
force him out of the room. However, one of the
soldiers quickly arose from where he had been sitting comfortably and edged his way to the door.
This was the signal for the rest, and almost before the lame man was aware of it everyone had
departed from the premises save the clever Chinee. He started talking excitedly to himself, and
began to gather up the mugs, bottles and glasses.
SeCing this; Hop smilingly offered his assistance,
and m a very short time the room was cleared of
everything that would make it look like a place
where drinks could be purchased. But two of the
bottles· which were nearly full somehow got into
the pockets of the clever Chinee, though the man
was not aware of it.
. "Lat allee light," Hop said, maUing motions to
indicate that the cripple need not fear. "Me velly
smartee Chinee. Me allee samee with Young Wild
West, um Melican boy whattee s_h.ootee so v_e lly
m:uchee stlaight, so be."
Then he coolly lighted a cigar and sat down,
showing that he was not going to be in a hurry
to leave. But the man with the crutch did not
~em to like this a whole lot.
. In his own language he tried to persuade the
unwelcome visitor to go outside. While he was
doing this there came a knock on the front door,
which opened into that very room. At this the
cripple, with remarkable agility, made his way·
t;Q another door which closed with a bang.
Hop heard a key turned in the lock, too, and
it had scarcely done so, when there came a crash,
and the front door was smashed in, and then in
rushed an officer, followed by several German
soldiers. The sight of the Chinaman sitting there
alone was quite enough to surprise them.
-"Whattee mattee?" Hop asked, quit~oolly, as
he settled back into his chair instead of rising
to his feet as the average person would have
been sure to do.
"What are you doing here?" the officer demanded, in German.
Hop knew what he meant, for he was gradually learning to understand the language of the
German Empire, even if he was not able to
speak it.
"Evelythling allee light," he answered. "You
settee down. We have lillee beer. Me allee samee
Young Wild West's Clevee Chinee."
The sum and substance of it was that beer
and liquor was being sold there against the
~!ders of the temporary officers who were run-
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ning the village. In some way an officer had
learned of it, and he had come there for the
purpose of catching the guilty cripple and place
him under arrest. But there was no evidence of
any such thing going on, an no doubt he was
greatly surprised, especially when the only one
in the place to be found was a heathen Chinee.
But the officer and soldiers knew very well that
Hop had come to the village something like an
hour before with the Americans of the Wild West
Show. As has already been stated, this had been ,
spread about by the guard our friends had met
when they first arrived. All sorts of questions
were asked him, but Hop answered them evasively, even when he could understand what was
being said to him. He was not told to leave the
place, but after consulting with the men who
had entered with him so abruptly, the officer
selected two of the men to remain there on guard,
and quickly retired, the rest going with him.
The door that had been burst in was left open,
however, and this was somewhat pleasing to the
Chinaman, for it suggested to him that he might
be able to play a trick on the two men who
seemed to have been left' to watch him, .and then
make a hasty exit. As he cared little or nothing for the room itself or the rude furnishings
it contained, he quickly decided to cause an explosion there. In his pockets were all sorts of
explosives and chemicals, so he went right at
work to make preparations for what he chose to
call "a velly bigee bang!"
One of the soldiers started pacing back and
forth in the room, while the other began looking
about as if in search of something. But it happened that the cripple in charge of the place had
secreted all his liquors and beer in the cellar beneath. There was a trap-door opening to this,
but it was so hidden that neither the officer nor
his men had taken notice of it. Just where the
cripple was, Hop had . no idea, but he thought he
must be somewhere in the building. That made
no difference to him, however, so he proceeded
with his work without delay.
Taking an oblong package from one of his
pockets without being observed by the two men,
he touched the end of his cigar to a short fuse.
The little package, oblong in shape, was nothing
more or less than a home-made firecracker, and
in a ver·y few seconds ther~ was going to be a
pretty loud report. Then he pointed suddenly
toward the door that led to the hall in the rear,
and exclaimed:
"Lookee outtee!"
Naturally the two soldiers turned their gaze
that way, Then with a leap, the Chinaman got
past them, and out upon the street he ran. He
had scarcely got there when there was a loud
explosion, and a cloud of smC1ke came out.
"Lat allee light," the clever Chinee muttered,
in a satisfied way. "Me havee lillee fun, anyhow.
Now me go back to um camp."

CHAPTER V.-Ready to Enter the Polish Town.
As it was rather quiet in the quaint little
village, it was not at all struige th~t the explosion of Hop's big home-maie firecracker was .
heard by Young Wild We:.t and his friends at
the camp. Lieutenant Schlager and,,his intended
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father-in-law were still there, and when the loud
report sounded they were a great deal more surprised than our friends were, for it had already
been discovered that Hop was missing, and it
oc.:urred to them right away that no doubt he was
l'esponsiblc for it.
"The enemy!" the lieutenant exclaimed, gripping- his swo1·d and starting to leave the camp.
"Hold on a minute,'' Wild said, running to him.
"I reckon there are no Russians about. Don't
get excited, lieutenant. That noise wasn't a
cannon, that's certain."
"What can it be, then ·? " came the question.
"We'll find that out a little late1" But certainly
it was no shot fired from a big gun, and it was
altogether too loud for a rifle-shot. 8omething
has exploded, that's all. Probably a little gunpowder became ignited, or something of the sort."
But Herr Metz, the storekeeper, was bound to
hurry to his place, and, much excited, he ran a
great deal faster than· one of his age might be
supposed to do under o_rdinary circumstances. He
was not more than half-way to the store when
Wild saw Hop Wah hurrying toward them.
"Lieutenant," he said, the vestige of a smile
on his face, "I reckon we'll soon learn just what
caused the explosion."
"What do you mean?" came the puzzled reply.
"That heathen coming here will no doubt be
able to enlighten you. For my part, I am satisfied that he caused it."
The lieutenant shook his head.
"I can't quite understand you, Young Wild
West," he declared.
·
"That's all right. If you don't understand me
now, you will have to wait a little while. Don't
be in a hurry to leave. vVait until the . Chinaman gets here."
Hop was not_being followed, though Wild could
see several of the soldiers doing patrol duty hurrying toward one particular spot.
But the
building in which the explosion had occurred was
not in sight of the camp, so they could not tell
just where it was.
"Whattee mattee, Misler Wild?" Hop called out,
when he was still a couple of hundred feet from
them.
"That's what I want to ask you, heathen .
Hurry here, now and explain, so Lieutenant
Schlager will understand it."
There was a grin on the Chinaman's face as
he came up and stopped before them.
"Misler Lieutenant," he said, laying a hand
upon the officer's arm, "evelythling allef! light.
Me shootee off um bigee fireclacker, so be. Me
velly smartee Chinee. Me workee in um fireworks factoly in China, and me makee velly
goodee fireclackers."
"There, lieutenant; what did I tell you?" the
young deadshot said, laughingly. "Our heathen
.has been having a little fun with some of your
10Idiers, no doubt. Tell us all about it, Hop, and
be careful that you don't .Go any lying."
"Lat allee light, Misler Wild. Me no tell li e.
Me allee samee Georgee Washington, um gleat
Melican hero.'"
Then, in his own peculiar way, he related exactly what had happened1 with the exception that
he did not let them know that he had taken possession of the two bottles of liquor. Cheyenne
Charlie had to translate what the Chinaman· said
before the lieutenant thoroughly underst0od it.

The? he was forced to laugh, even though he was
feelmg badly cut-up about the abduction of his
sweetheart.
"Of course," he said, after they had talked it
over a few minutes, "I know that there are some
places in the village where the soldiers can get
beer and liquor. There is one place they can obtain it three times a day with the knowledge of
the officers in command here. But it seems that
they prefer to drink on the sly, which seems to
be quite natural, especially among soldiers."
"Germans like their beer, anyhow, don't they?"
Charlie spoke up, with a shrug of the shoulders.
"Some one has called it the national beverage
of Germany. I believe," the lieutenant admitted.
"Well, it is riot for me to make an investigation,
so I'll take it for granted that 'the lame man has
been punished enough by having his place partly:
destroyed."
·
"Oh, it ain't likely that firecracker done much
damage," the scout declared. "I'm goin' to take .
a walk down there an' find out."
"No bleak anything, Misler Charlie. Makee
plenty smokee and velly muchee bang! Lat allee,"
Hop said, laughingly.
·
"Come on, heathen, and we'll go an' investigate,
as they call it."
"Allee light," and the two quickly took their
'
departure.
. The lieutenant, now quite at his ease, once
more quickly changed the topic to what they had
been talking about when the explosion sounded.
He had explained quite considerable about the.
forts in the big town further along the river, and
the fact that the Russians were strongly intrenched the1·e and had heavy guns to resist an ·
attack made it seem impossible for anything but
a vexy laxge army to take possession of the placer
and even that would take several days. Wild had
already told him that about the only way to
rescue the girl would be to do it by strategy.
"I shall make it my business to pay a visit to
the forts this very night,'' he said, after thinking for a moment. "I don't know just how I · ,
will go about it, but probably I will disguise myself as a Russian."
.
"It will be dangerous work," Lieutenant
Schlager declared. "I fear for your safety.
Probably my sweetheart may be treated fairly
well for a while, anyhow, and eventually she may
be rescued."
"You know pretty well ·what would happen to
her if an attack was made on the town," the ·
young deadshot answered, in his cool and easy
way. "If the Russian captain really wants to
make he1· his wife, he would spirit her away to
some good .Jiiding-place, and then the chances are
you would never find her. No. That fellow has
got to be outwitted, and I reckon I am the one
to do it. Just wait till it gets dark, lieutenant,
and then I'll tell you what I want you to do to
help me in my plans. "
"I'll do anything you tell me, for I will surely
obtain leave when you are ready to go."
"Verv well. We'll let it go at that, then. Come
and see me just before it g ets dark, and be ready ·
to go with me."
Taking it for granted that the interview was at
an end, Lieutenant Schlager politely bade our
friends adieu for the time and went away.
;'
"How are you going to manage to do this, '
Wild?" Arietta asked, when he had departed, if
:?
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"While I admire you for your determination to
save the pretty German gi:i:l, I can't understand
how you will manage to get into a town that
is being held by the ~ussians, whe.re they are
as thick as fleas, I might say, for 1f there are
forts there and it is a sort of stronghold, there
isn't the le~st doubt but that the soldiers run in
high numbers."
"What difference does it make, Et?" the boy
retorted, smilingly. "If there were a hundred
there, there would certainly be ~ome of t.hem on
guard, so it will make no real difference if there
are a million."
"Oh, I hardly think there are a million Ru.ssian soldiers in that town, OT very close to it,
for that matter. But how can you expect to get
through the lines? I know pretty well that if you
can manage to do that you will find the rest
somewhat easy. When you undertake a thing you
have a way of generally carrying it out."
"You have got that just right, little girl. I
on't mind telling you that I honestly believe I
will succeed in rescuing the girl. It is llJlOther
bit of romance, as you call such things, you know,
and if she can be saved and returned to her
parents and the lover who i~ so J?rich put ~mt
about it, we can have the satisfaction of havmg
done a pretty good turn."
"And we'll all help you, Wild. You know
that."
"Oh, of course. But one will be enough to
steal into that town and mingle with the Russian
soldiers. Of course, I shall expect to have
. Charlie and Jim somewhere close by, for I may
. need their help."
A little later Cheyenne Charlie and Hop Wah
returned, both of them laughing heartily.
"It's funny to see how them German soldiers
is actin' about that firec1·acker goin' off.' the
scout declared, as he came up and joined the
~st. "You would think it was one of the most
puzzlin' things what ever happened. It didn't
do a bit of harm to the blamed old shack, but
yet I heard some of 'em talkin' an' sayin' it was
the work of a Russian spy."
"Let them think that way, if they like, Charlie.
Such a little thing as that isn't worth bothering
about."
"No of course, n ot. I sartinly wouldn't have
paid ~o attenti')n to it if it wasn't for the fun.
It sartinly was funny, you know."
"Hop is in the habit of doing funny things,
y-0u know, Charlie."
"Yes, I know he is."
Hop started in to relate the story again, but
Wild stopped him.
, "Never mind now," he said. "Let it go at
that. We know all about it, so we don't want
to hear it again. We have got something on
. hand for tonight, and I haven't made up my mind
just how to go at it."
Few if any of the sold-i ers on the march had
come into the village. They had proceeded on
up the road which ran below the steep hill close
to the edge of the Vistula River. It occurred to
Wild when he came to think it over that the
· possibilities were that it was the intention of the
German forces to make an attack upon the very
town where the abducted girl had been taken by
the Russian captain.
"By Jingo 1" he said, suddenly, as he turned
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to his sweetheart, "do you know what I think,
Et?"
"What, Wild?" the girl asked, eagerly.
"There will be a fight going on right where
I intend to go tonight, and before sunset, too."
"Nothing strange in that. The army has been
heading that way all day, when you come to think
of it."
"Yes, that's it. But it never occurred to me
until just now. That may be the means of helping matters along a whole lot."
The girl shook her head.
"It will be a dangerous undertaking, \Vild,''
·
she declared.
But he only laughed at this.
"The more dangerous the better," he said,
after a pause. "What I want to do is to succeed
in my undertaking. I think I'll go and hunt
up Lieutenant Schlager and arrange it so we can
follow along behind the troops right away."
Having decided upon this action, the young
deadshot was not long in leaving the camp ..--c In
less than twenty minutes he found the lieutenant,
and when he informed him of his intention to
leave the village without delay he was "assured
that he would be accompanied by a force of a
dozen men, if necessary.
"I reckon you will be enough," Wild told him.
"You manage to procure a couple of good disguises, for I think it will be advisable to take
you with me when we go into that town to
search for your &weetheart. In the first place,
I wouldn't know her if I saw her, and in the
· second you certainly must have been there befoxe,
so you will know just about where to look for
her."
"I have been there several times," was the
reply.
"All right, then. Now hurry along matters as
fast as you can. We'll be all ready to leave
when you are ready."
Sehlager promptly went to the headquarte1·s of
the officer in charge and had no difficulty whatever in gaining a leave of absence until the following morning. Then while Wild returned to
the camp and saw to it that everything was
made ready to leave, he procured the necessary
disguise.· When he finally came to them he was
accompanied by a soldier who was carrying a
good-sized bundle.
"Here is the best I could do," he said, pointing
to the bundle as it was laid down at the feet r
of the young deadshot. "The disguises I have
procured are the garments of a man and woman,
peasant costumes, you might call them."
"The very thing!" Wild exclaimed. "We'll just >
have a look at them before we start, for I want
to be sure that they are all right."
Certainly Lieutenant Schlager had spared no
pains in making his selection. The outfits were
all right, and satisfying himself with that much, •
the young deadshot gave the word and all hands
mounted their horses and set out in the direction
of the town. After passing through the village
and going on a mile or so, they reached the road
that :ran along close to the river.
In some places they were right at the very
bank, while occasionally they would have to veer
from it and go along for fuly half a mile without
being able to even see the water. Rather late
in the afternoon they came to a point where the
Germans we1·e arranging their heavy artillery for
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a bombardment upon the forts, which Were only
five miles away. The battery was behind a ridge
of sand and well shielded from the observation
of the Russians.
After taking up their quarters pretty weH in
the rear of the artillery division, Wild got his
powerful field glass, and with Arietta started to
climb to the top of the ridge. They had not yet
been able to see what the Polish town looked like,
though they had caught a glim11se of it from the
distance two or three t.imes while on their way.
But once they g-ot to a high elevation and found
that the outskirts of it were fairly three miles
distant, and r ight at the water's edge at the other
side of the river, they had a very good view, indeed. Apparently all was peace and quiet there,
for few if any of the soldiers could be seen. This
made 1t appear quite plain that an attack from
the advancing Germans was expected.
"I wonder when they expect to start the battle,
Wild?" Arietta asked, after she had take~ a "econd look.
"I don't know, little girl," was the reply. "But
I imagine that they might do it before tomorrow
morni!Tg."
"You hardly think they will wait until daylight, then?"
"Hardly. But, o.f course, I want •to find out
if I can, so I won't be handicapped in my attempt
to rescue the abducted maiden."
When they returned he tried his best to learn
the intentions of the attacking forces, but was
unable to clo so, since he could not come upon
anyone wllCI would give him the least bit of information, though he was treated respectfully eve1·y
time he asked a question.
"That's all right," he said, as they were sitting
in the camp talking it over. As soon as it gets
dark I'll go with Lieutenant Schlager and we'll
cross that big bridge an9 ~et right into the town
so we can begin searching for the girl. If an
attack is made while we are there, all right, and
if it isn't, it's just the same. We'll take the
chances, anyhow."
CHAPTER VI.-Off to the Rescue.
Lieutenant Schlager was on hand before it began to grow dark. His face wore a worried expression as he stepped up to Young Wild West.
''From the prepaartions that are being made I
fear an attack is to be made upon the forts," he
said. "This will make it all the more difficult for
us to carry out the plans you have set down."
"I don't know about that, lieutenant," the young
deadshot answered, in his cool and easy way.
"Sit down a moment. We have plenty of time.
Let's talk this thing over."
Schlager sat down and looked hopeful as Witd
continued.
"Now then, you have been into the town across
the river a few times, I believe," he went on.
"Yes, at least three times. Last winter I sp.ent
two weeks in this village, and naturally I visited
the big town, as you call it."
"Big town is good enough for me. I don't take
much stock in trying to pronounce some of the
names o.f the aces in this part of the country. I
can't twist my tongue around enough, you know.
But let it go at that. Now then, have you any
idea where this Polish captain has imprisoned
your sweetheart?"

"You mean as to the exact house or building?~
"Yes."
"No, I haven't," and the lieutenant shook his
head sonowfully.
"That will make all the more work, then. In
the first place we have got to find where Captain
Pandroski is, and then possibly we will have to
watch for a considerable length of time before he
goes to the plau; where the girl is."
··
"Yes, but I supposed you intended to do it that
way."
"Of course, if there is no easier way. But I
could hardly suppose that you would know exactly where ~he is impris~ned. It's' all right, lieut enant. Well fix this thmg up in proper shape,
you can bet."
"I only hope so."
"Never mind now. I think I have accomplished
more difficult things tr.an this. We will now see
how we are going to look in the costumes you obtained. I reckon I'll eat supper with mine on. ·I t
will give me a chance to get accustomed to it." 1 ,
"I have already eaten supper," the lieutenant
hastened to say.
"Is that so? A litile ea1·ly today, eh?"
.·
"Yes. I was anxious to be ready for the start!'
"Very well. Probably it won't hurt you to take
a cup of coffee and nibble at something. Come on
in the tent with me now and we'll fix om'selves

up?
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Three minutes later the two were inside the tent
that was occupied by the male members of the
party as sleeping quarters. Wild looked over the
garments that he was supposed to wear, • and
quickly began to put them on over his regular
apparel. He was to represent himself as a peasant woman, while the lieutenant would take the
part of the husband. Wild's rather light hair
certainly would hardly pass off as that of a Russian. But there was a wig to make up for it, and
once he had it on and was gowned in the common
cloth dress, Schl~er looked at him in admiration
and surprise.
"My! but don't you look exactly like a womanll'
he exclaimed.
·
"Do I? There is a little mirror. I reckon Pd
better see for myself."
After looking at his reflection in the glass the
boy gave a nod of satisfaction.
.
''I reckon I'll pass all right, lieutenant," he
said. "The one bad point about it is that l won't
be able to say anything if I am spoken to."
"That is a fault of mine, too, for it is little or
nothing I understand of the language that is being
spoken by the Russian soldiers. But probably we
may be able to avoid the necessity of speaking."
"I reckon we'll have to. Now then, hurry up
and get on those togs of yours."
A few minutes later when the two emerged
from the tent they looked to be exactly what they
represented, for happily the lieutenant was somewhat of an actor, and certainly Young Wild West
could fit himself to anything he chose to.
"Please give us something to eatosky. We are
very hw1grisky," Wild said, putting on a pleading
-attitude and looking at Arietta.
The girl broke into a laugh.
,
"What do you think of that?" she asked, turning to Anna and Eloise. "If he hadn't spoken
to spoil it, his disguise would be perfect."
"That's all right, little girl," the young deadshot spoke up, before either of the two could
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make a i·eply. "I reckon my speaking has nothfog to do with the disguise. I was just trying to
give you a little of the Russian language, that's
-all."
There was much talk and laughter for a few
minutes, though the disguised lieutenant did not
seem to relish it a lot. Probably he was thinking of the serious undertakin g that was before
him and worrying about his imprisoned sweetheart: The supper was nearly ready by this time,
and after being coaxed a little Schlager consented
to sit down and eat.
"Now th<>n, lieutenant, '' Wild said, as they we1e
about to begin, "µlease act just as if you were . a
r-eal peasant cf this part of the country. I will
try and do th~ same."
· "I will do my best, Young Wild ·West."
. Then the meal proceeded, and' without making
a break Wild acted his part, eating in an awkward
as well as timid way until he had satisfied hi s
hunger. It wns getting dark now, so they were
ready to proceed. Charlie and Jim soon brought
theii horses, and then the lieutenant was not long
in obtaining his.
· "Only four of us a1·e going, you see, .lieutenant" Wild said, as he nodded toward lus partner;. "We will ride nearly all the way to the
bridge, and if we are stopped by any of the German soldiers I will soon make them understand
who and wnat we m·e. Then we'll leave Charlie
and Jim with our horses and proceed over the
river on foot. What will happen then I am not
prepared t<? say, ~ut you cai:i bet that wi; ;~on't be
very loner m finding Captam Pandrosk1.
"I am 'Sure vou know exactly what to do,'' was
the reply. "I ·have plaeed myself in your hands,
so proceed."
_. So interested were our friends in the preparations that they failed to notice that Hop Wah
harl slipped away in ·,;he gathering darkness. The
Hever Chinee had heard all about the prcposed
·rescue- of the German girl, and he felt that he
ould lend a hand, even though he did it without the asking. Hop was nothing if not daring,
and seeing that Wild and the lieutenant h~d disguised themselves , he thought he could oo the
Sa.me thing. They had not been gone more than
ten minute;; before the clever Chinee came lirniJing
to where the girls were sitting on a bench near a
blazing fire, attired _as ~ la!fle beggar. He was
very humble and polite rn h_is manner, and as ne
paused within the full light of the fire he made
motions to give them to understand that he was a
mute and then held out his hand for alms. The
girls 'were completely deceived, and all felt a pity
~ for the half-starve d and weakened wretch, as they
took the Chinaman to be.
"He mu st be hungry," Arietta said. "We'll get
him some bread and coffee, girls."
"We surely will," Anna answered, cheerfully,
snd then they began bustling about and soon had
a goodly quantity of food and a cup of coffee befor e Hop. If he wished to carry out the deception
there was nothing for him to do but to eat and
drink. But being a sleight-of-h and performer, it
was easy to decetve the three girls who were so
genetou;:; to him. He managed to swallow the cup
of coffee and cause the food to disappear, though
really it went under his ragged garments and into
the pockets of his blouse. Feeling that he had
plenty of time to get into the city across the river,
the Chinaman was in no particular hurry. When
~
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he had caused all the food to disappear and more
wa s offered him, he declined by shaking hi;; head,
and then again held uut his h2.nd to show that he
·wanted money. All three of them quickly produced some coins, the amount probably aggregating the swn of two dollars in Umted States
money. Hop took this and bowed his thanks, and
then he suddenly stood erect and said:
"Velly muchee 'bligee, so be. Me velly smartee
Chi nee."
·
If a sudden attack had been made upon the
camp the three girls could not have been more
astounded.
"Hip hi, hoolay!" the disguised Chinaman cried
and then he went dancing about the camp, showing all the agility he possessed.
"You rasca l! " exclaimed Arietta, half ang1·iiy .
"\.Vhat are you trying· to do, anyway, Hop'!"
"Lat allee light, Missee Alietta,'' the Chinaman
a~sw~red, smilingly. "Misler Wild p~ttee on um
Q.1sgu1se, so me do the same. Me go helpee findee
um nicee Dutchee g'irl, so be, me velly smartee
Chinee."
.
"I never was so deceived in my life," Anna declared. "But really it. is great. Wild's disguise
was perfect, but I hardly think he could have
fooled us in this way if he had kept it up as long
as Hop has."
,.."We have got to admit that he is a wonderful
heathen," Eloise said, shaking her head.
"He always was, as far as I know," Arietta
answered, laughingly. . "But I don't know whether
it would be advisable to let him set out on such
an errand. He has told us that he intends to
help rescue the imprisoned .girl."
"His identity will never be discovered if :he
keeps acting as if he was a deaf ·mute," Anna
said, shaking her head.
"Lat whattee me do," Hop said, quickly . . "Me
allee samee no talkee, but hear velly muchee, and
see plenty, EO be:"
"Well, if you must go, I wish you would keep
as close to Wild. as possible,'' Arietta said, after
thinking for a moment. "Very often you have ·
been the means of helping him greatly. I can't
help fearing that he is running into a great danger by going right into the Russian stronghold. "
"Lat allee lig·ht, Missee Alietta. Me fixee evelythling velly muchee goodee, so be,'' and so saying
the Chinaman turned-to get his horse.
In a very sort time he was ready, and mounting,
he set out i;o pass through the lines of the camping soldiers. But he met with a setback just then,
for while the lieutenant had arranged it so he
would be permitted to _pass with the young deadshot and his two partners, a fifth party had not
been named. The result was that Hop was forced
to conduct an office1· back to the camp, and have
_Arietta make the necessary explanation s. Even
then the officer did not seem to think well of it,
but finally he gave his consent, so Hop was given
a pass which woulci. uerm it him to get beyond the
lines. That was all he needed, 50 in a short time
his horse was galloping along the road that led
straight to the bridge.
The Chinaman knew quite well that Charlie and
Jim did not intend to go over the bridge. but
would r emain somewhere upon that side of the
river. While he did not want them to see him unless it cculd be helped, he took the chances of continuing hi s ride until he was within half a mile
of the big abutment of the bridge. Then he

16

YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FORTS

brought his horse to a halt, and after thinking for
a moment, turned to the left and proceeded along
the edge of a marshy strip until he found a.
chance to i·ide directly to the bank of the river.
Not a person did he meet , and finally he brought
his horse to a halt directly under the shed of one
of the big stone suppor ts of the structure that
crossed the river. The fact that there were no
soldiers on that side of the river showed plainly
that the Germans did not intend to advance very
close, but when they began the attack would shoot
at long range with t he big field guns they had
drdwn up for the purpose.
Finding a place where he could leave his horse,
the Chinaman tied it, and then he set about to find
a way to get ·un to the b·ridge. After ascending
a steep hill and finding it rather difficult, at that,
he at length succeeded, and then climbing over
the bridge rail, he paused long enough to look
around him. No one was in sight. The lights
of the city un the other side sparkled before him,
though for the most part the buildings it contained were concealed by the dying foliage of
many trees. It seemed th at; there were no teams
or pedestrians crossing the br idge, but evidently
thi!j was due to the fact that an attack was expected from the Germans, and that non-combatants has been warned by the Russians to keep
back. With the stout stick he had cut in lieu of
a cane, the Chinaman naw proceeded across the
bridge, walking exactly a s if he was a poor, miserable brggar. The dist ance was not very great,
and in few minutes he r eached the opposite side,
only to find himself far,ed by two uniformed men,
armed with bayoneted muskets. Hop put on a
trembling attitude, and gave them to understand
that he was a mute. It was not necessary for
him to try and con\tince them that he was a beggar, for he certainly looked it. With a hoarse
exclaimation, one of the soldiers seized him roughly, and administering a sound kick, sent him
along.
"Lat allce light," the Chinaman muttered. "Me
lookee at you facee, so be, and me knowee you.
Maybe when me comec backee me gittee allee
samee square. Me velly smartee Chinee. No likee
kick."
Once he got off the bridge the disguised Chinaman found himself upon a street that was almost
deserted. Nearly every building that was close to
the water's edge was darkened, and probably most
of them unoccupied. Directly to the right were
two forts, they being not more than two hundred
yards from each other, and built so they could
not only comml'.nd the other side of the river, but
a long distance up and down it. Hop knew they
.were there, of course, but could not see them now.
He went on limping up the street, and when he
had gained the summit of a rather long risti he
turned a corner and proceeded to the right. But
it was not very far that he went this way before
he discovered that the water was right ahead of
him. Then he looked up and in the starlight was
able to see the frowning muzzles of two cannon
that protruded apparently from the very earth
itself.
But this was o'ne of the forts, and having made
that discovery, he turw~d and went back, knowing
that he must proceed further back from the river
in order to get where the Russian soldiers were located. Without the least idea as to where Wild
and the lieutenant had gone, he turned and went

back, and then affecting the character he WM assuming, he slowly made his way upward until at
length he reached what might be called the town
proper. Thern were plenty of lights to be seen
then, and as he looked straight ahead he saw a
big square which seemed to be full of soldiers.
Just how far the lines extended he could not tell,
for the buildings shut off his view on both sides.
While ·the Chinaman was standing there undecided as to which way he should go, a thunderous
report sounded from the opposite side of the river.
This was followed by another, and then there
·c ame a roar of heavy artillery.
"Hip hi! Whattce mattee?" the heathen exclaimed, as he ran around the corner of the building. "Um Germans allee samee startee shootee,
so be."
'
Sure · enough, the forces of the Crown Prince,
Frederick Wilhelm, had opened fired upon the
Russian forts.
CHAPTER VII.-Wild's Great Luclt.
Young Wild W~st, with his partners and
Lieutenant Schlager, had no difficulty in reaching the bcidge that spanned the river, and once
they got there all dismounted.
"Now then, boys," the young deadshot said.
nodding to Charlie and Jim, "we will leave it to
you to hide the horses somewhere anct then you
can keep on the watch. But don't attempt to
cros~ the bridge unless we fail to show up tefore
daylight. V\'.e may be detained some little time,
you know, smce we have got to first find where
the young lady is before we can do anything to
rescue her."
.
. "All rigllt, Wild. ~e'll do exactly as yol.l say,..
Jim answered.
"You kin bet your life we will," the scout spoke
up. "But if you don't show up about an hour
before daylight, I reckon I'll have to try an' find
out what's keepin' you."
..,_
"You had better not," Charlie. Come to think of
it, we may be tietained all night and possibly
part of tomorow. It is going to be no easy thing
to accomplish what we want to do. You had
better wait here, and if we don't show up by daylight you can go back to the camp1 and then report to the officer in charge that Lieutenant
Schlager has failed to return."
"All right. I reckon we'll do as you say, Wild.
But blamed if I like this sort of business very
much. I wish I was goin' with you."
"Two is enough, Charlie, and you know that
the lieutenant is the one to accompany me, for he
knows the girl we are going after."
The scout said no more. While he re ally was
disappointed at being left behind, he never objected to the rules of the young dt.adshot. A few
minutes later Wild and ~chlager started boldly _
across the bridge. But it was just about the
same as when Hop got there later. There was
no one to be seen. Once upon the other side the
young deadshot left it to the lieutenant to lead
the way, and knowing just about where to go,
Schlager proceeded on up the hill, and finding a
roadway that would lead him to the rear of the
nearest fort, told his companion to be careful
and come on.
"I reckon I'll be careful all right," Wild an•
swered in a low tone. "Don't you fear about that

YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FORTS

17

part of it. I have seen too much of this sort of I told you that we were going to save your sweet..
thing to act indifferent."
heart, and get her back to her parents."
"This sort of thing! Why, you never were m
"Yes, that is true."
a war before," Schlager ~aid, as. he came. to a
But Schlager seemed to have his doubts about
pause and looked in surpnse at his compamon.
it, for the fact was that he was really becoming
"I have been in plenty of little wars fighting discouraged, even after being so successful in
redskini:: an doutlaws in my country. But say, getting across the bridge and ente1·ing the fortilieutenant anyone who has been born and reared fied town of the Russians.
They passed along and soon came to a Russian
in the Wi'id ·west of the United States and has
trailed Indians, certainly ought to be capable of soldier who was doing guard duty at the corner
doing this sort of thing. Why, you don't suppose of a wide street which turned to the right.
for a moment that either the Russians or the
Wild and the lieutenant at once became very
German soldiers could detect the near presence humble, and walking slowly, attempted to pass
of a spy as well as a genuine Indian could, do him.
you?"
But they were held up quickly enough, and
"I am sure I can't answer that, Wild," Schlager after being looked over were ordered to go on.
answered. "You Americans are a wonderful peo- . This was very satisfying to them, for they had
been permitted to pass, and now the lieutenant
ple. That much I know."
that they sure"All right, then. We'll proceed. You are the said in a whisver to his companion
ly stood a chance of learning- something that
husband and I am the wife. But we must not would
them.
to
value
of
prove
talk"
While the young deadshot firmly believed that
"No we must not say a word. We'll make out.
that ~e are Russian fugitives seeking a place of they were going to be successful, he was mostly
depending upon the g ood luck that always kept
safety."
with him.
They moved along for about a hundred yards,
Something had to happen to order for them to
and then a big iron gate at the entrance of the
government ground was right before them. A get the information they so much desired.
There were plenty of soldiers to be seen about,
soldier sentry was pacing back and forth before
the ' gate, and when he saw the two supposed but most of them appeared to be off duty.
A few other people who were no doubt residents
peasants coming he promptly c~e to. a halt and,
leveling his musket, called out .m his own l~n of the city could be seen moving back and forth,
quare for them into halt. Then. 1t was ~hat Wild and the houses on either side of the street were ol
and the lieutenant had to do a httl~ actmg. Tht;Y a fine class of buildings.
This showed that undoubtedly some of the betappeared terrified and after droppmg upon their
knees and mutely begging him not to shoot them, ter element of the town resided there.
As they came to one of the most imposing
they waited until he came up. But the sentry
quickly satisfied himself as to who and what th~y houses on the street Wild noticed a female standwere, and then C'rdered them to move away m ing in the shadow with a cloak drawn over her
shoulders and forehead.
.
the opposite direetion.
A sudden thought struck him.
"We didn't do much by coming this way, after
"Lieutenant," he whispered, as he looked up and
all lieutenant," Wild said, in his cool and easy
w;_y, when they were out of hearing of the :rtus- down the street and saw that there was no
sia.n sentry. "I reckon we had better g_o a httl:; one within a hundred feet either way of them,
"I am going to take the chance of speaking to
further and get around to the rear of this J?lace.
"You are right on that. I made a rmsta~e. this woman. Just leave it to me. You can lean
We should have gone at least a quart~r of a mile against the. iron fence here as if you were restfurther. But I fear that we are gomg to have ing."
well," was the reply. "But I fear it may
:Ro end of trouble in finding where my poor sweet- be"Very
our undoing."
-heart is held captive."
"I'll take the chance on that."
"We have got to find the Rusian captain first,
Then acting as if he were a peasant woman,
you know."
Wild shuffled along, and reaching the iron gate
"Yes, that's it."
which was half open, paused, and looking directly
"Do you know bim?"
at the woman, who seemed to be hiding, he said in
"I have seen his photograph, which he insult- German:
·
ingly gave my sweetheart."
Can I speak to you?"
"You would know him, then, if you got a look
"Oh!" came the started response. ';Who are you,
at his face?"
my poor woman ? "
that."
of
sure
am
"Yes, I
"I am afrtlid of being killed," the boy answered,
"Well I don't know that it matters much
whether' you would know him or not. We must his heart faiily leaping from the satisfaction he
felt at finding that the woman could understand
:find out where he is."
"But how are we to do that, since we dare not and speak to him
Then while the lieutenant leaned against the
ask any questions?"
fence thirty feet away, the young deadshot rapidly
" Oh, we may get a chance to ask a question or related a concocted story of how the Germans
two. You can't tell about that. There surely must were about to open fire upon the forts and desbe some of the soldiers who can undrestand and troy the town, he declaring that he was afraid to
speak German."
venture across the bridge.
"Plenty of them, I imagine. But would you dare
The woman who was rather young, proved to
to risk such a thing ? "
be a German ·servant of the house, and she, too,
"I will risk anything. You must remember that was anxious to leave the town and get back t o

18

YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FORTS

"Never mind about that. I will call my husband
and we will get back where we will be safe, for
Having got this fai., it was easy for Wild to a soldier may pass at any time and be suspicious
begi11 questioning her upon the points he desired of us."
Consent was given to this, so in a low tone of
to know.
"Do you know the names of any of the officers voice the yo ung deadshot called out: ·
"Come on, Schlager. But be sure you are not
stationed here?" he inquired, in an off-hand way.
"This is the house of one of them. I am in his seen to enter the gate."
Then the woman stepped back, keeping close
employ," was the rather unexpected reply.
to the house a nd among some shrubbery, the
· "lS' that so ? What is he, a general ? "
"No, he is what they call a captain. A very young dP.adshot following her slowly, for he was
rich man, too, who, the other servants have told n~t quite sure that she might not change her
·
mrnd and run away.
me, bought his rank in the army."
The lieutenant heard the call to come, and he
"What is the name of your employer?"
promptly obeyed.
.
"Captain Pandro1?,ki."
. "Great Scott!" the young cteadshot exclaimed, . After looking up and down the street and mak..:
in English,- for he quite forgot himself for the ing sure that everything w.as all right, he walked
slowly to the gate and then entered it.
moment.
, When he stood at the young deadshot's side he
· "What is the matter?" the woman cried, crouchasked in an excited whisper:
ing back quickly.
·
"What is it?"
"Nothing," the young deadshot answered, reas"Calm your-self, lieutenant," was the reply. "I
suringly. "I was just thinkiii.g we are in danger
reckon we'll not have to go any furth er. Your
·
of bein/F caught, that's all.'' ·
sweetheart is in this very house."
; "Oh,' and the woman seemed satisfied.
"What!"
Having- gone that far, the young deadshot was
: Schlager gave a gasp of a stonishment and if his
-not going fo let up until he · had learned all that
face could have been seen .then no doubt it would
was possible.
, "See here." he said, persuasively, "has this_ have shown considerable pallor.
"I told you to calm yourself. I believe," Wild
Captain Pandroski a wife?"
said, in his cool and easy way. "Now then, you
"No." was the reply. "But-"
~iust 1·emember that you are a poor peasant and
"But what?" Wild interrupted showing an
that I am your wife. This woman happens to be
eagerness he could not control.
"It is whispered among the servants that he is one of your own race, and she is very anxious to
get away from here and set her feet once more
~ery soon to t ake a wife."
upon the soil of the Fatherland. After talking
"Have you ever seen the lady he is to marry?"
with her I have managed to learn that what I
"Ye-es," falteringly.
just told you is a fact. Katrina Metz i~ in this
"Is she in this house?"
"I-I-think so. But why are you so interested?" house at this very minute. · She is held there
"That's all right. Don't be alarmed. You are against her will, too, so the woman says. But of
sure the lady the captain fotends to make his course you know that much. Now then, we ought
to have a comparatively easy thing of it, since the
wife is in this house?"
"I am quite sure, for I am the one who waits woman is the !'ervant who waits upon her."
"It seems too g-0od to be true!" the lieutenant
upon her. She is very sorrowful, and does not
want to remain here. She is a German, like our- exclaimed, hoarsely. "Surely you are not deceiving me, Young Wild West."
selves."
"I can't uncle-rstand why you should think any"Do you think she is detained here against her
thing like that, lieutenant. Now then, you must
will?"
be calm, or you will spoil the whole business ...
"I konw she is."
"I will be calm.''
"And you are a German true to the FatherAt that moment the firing of the big gun.; on
land."
the other side of the river began.
"Yes, true to the Fatherland."
For a moment Young Wild West and the lieu"Why have you not assisted her to make her
tenant stood there without saying a word.
escape, then?"
Then the servant suddenly grasped our hero by
"What can I do? But wait. I'll tell you all, for
I know you must be a friend. Who is that waiting the arm and exclaimed:
''All is lost! Our countrymen are coming to atfor you?"
tack the city."
• "My husband," Wild answered quickly.
"That is where you make a mistake, my dear
"You expect to make your way from here and
woman," the young deadshot said, coolly, and
reach Germany with him? Am I right?"
"Yes; I expect to do that before to-morrow speaking in his natural voice "Just because a battle has been started between the Germans and
morning."
Russians don't mean that :i-ve can't get away safe"Oh, oh! I wi sh I could go with you."
ly. All you need do is to obey me in everything,
·
"You can."
and I am sure it will come out all right."
"Please tell me how."
"I never saw a woman like you," the servant
"We must tak ~ the lady who is confined in the
gasped.
house with us. You help us do that and you shall
''Probably not. You may never see one again.
be soon among the people 0£ yo_ur own country."
The woman thought for a moment, and then But that doesn't matter. Now then, I want you to
get us inside the house, and as quickly as postrembUog she said:
sible."
"You. talk strang-e for a poor woman of the
There was no hesitation on the part of the serFatherland.:her own people, for she was a German and true

to the Fatherland.
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vant now. She seemed to have made up he: m~d
to do as the supposed woman advised. With the
heavy detonations of the mons.ter Krupp gu?s
ringing in their ears, Young Wild West and the
lieutenant followed her to the baseme~t ?f the
house, and two minutes later they were mside.
\

CHAPTER VIII.-The Rescue Is Checked.
Sudden as the attack was, the Russians had
been expecting it. F?1~ two day~ they ha~ been
.strengthening the position of their forces m and
about the city. While they depended largely .upo;i
the two forts to retlel the advance of the Kais~r s
army, they had in~enche~ themSE'.lves two ~1les
along the river on either side of them. The bndge
had not been guarded with any more than ordinary protection, since no one expected the eni:my
would get close enou~h to attempt to cross 'Y1th<mt being seen, even i~ the darkness of th.e rught.
Hence it had been quite easy for our fne_nds to
.,.et into the city. Young Wild West and L1euten~nt Schlager in their peasant disguises had
scarcely got into the base~ent of th~ house that
was occupied by the Russian captam when the
heavy guns of the fort started a return fire, and
then the din was deafening.
"Lieutenant," the young deadshot said, coolly,
as he nodded to his companion, "it seems to me
that it is a useless waste of powder, this fighting
with big guns in the di:'rkness."
"Oh, no," was the reply. "You can rest assured
that the range has been carefully taken in the
daylight. There!"
There was a tremendous crash ve1·y close to
them which caused him to utter the exclamation,
.and Wild knew it must be that one of the propectiles had exploded. The woman who had admitted them to the house gave vent to a startled
scream, for the building actually shook from the
force of the shock.
"Take it easy," Wild said, catching her bw the
arm with quite a strong grip. "Now is the time
for you to get your countrywoman who is imprisoned here froip the house. Go to her at once.
We will accompany you."
Then the servant showed considerable fear,
probably because she expected every moment
would be her last. But she was easily persuaded,
so she led them to a narrow stairway, and then
up from the basement they went, finding themselves in a darkened room. Eager to complete
his errand as soon as possible, Young Wild West
whispered to her to go on. Then the servant
pointed to a door, and a lighted hallway was before them. They could hear considerable uproar
in the house. Hurried footsteps were heard in almost all parts of it, and occasionally something
akin to a scream would i·each their ears. But
when Wild questioned the woman she informed
him that Captain Pandroski was not at home,
and that the servants alone were responsible for
the sounds.
.
"Everything is all right, then," he said, nodding to Schlager. "Come on, lieutenant."
Whether it struck her strangely or not that
the supposed woman should call her husband by
the title of a lieutenant cannot be said, but the
trembling servant conducted them through a richly furnished hall to the foot of the staircase
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which led to t~e upper p~rtion of the house. They
"".ent on up without makmg any noise, while the
dm of the tluel between the big gul'ls continued
As th~y reached the landing above a shell burst
and tore away a portion of the roof of the house
causing splinters and plaster to come down upo~
th~m: T~e servant surely would have fainted at
this if Wild had not caught her in his arms
"Stop it!" he exclaimed, in German in ~com
manding voice. "Your countrywoma'n must be
saved."
This had the desired effect, and she soon led
the way to an oaken door near the front of the
ho~se, and then producing a key, unlocked it. As
Wild flung open the door he found the room in
darknes$. But a startled scream was heard, and
then the figure of a female could be seen.
"Strike a light, lieutenant," the young dead·
shot said, coolly. "Hurry up."
Schlager quickly produced a match box, and
the next moment was holding a lighted match in
his hand. Standing at the further end of the
furth.er end of th~ room was a very pretty girl
clad m a loose-fittmg gown, her long, yellow hair
hanging loosely over her shoulders.
"Katrina!" Schlager exclainted, excitedly, and
then letting the match fall from his hand he
sprang for~~rd a~d seized the girl in his arms.
Not recogmzmg him, she screamed lustily and
strove to free herself.
"Katrina! It is I, your own Schlager. I have
come to save you. I am in disguise."
When the lieutenant rattled this off hastily the
girl quickly changed.
"No time for any love-making now, lieutenant,"
Wild said, touchjng him on the arm. "Come on.
We must get out of here."
Crash! There was another rattling of splinters, and a cloud of dust came into the room.
Wild had not taken the trouble to light another
match, for the electric 1ight in the hall was still
alive, and he could see pretty well.
"Young lady," he said, turning to the astounded captive, "get something on you as quickly as possible. We must get out of here."
In ~pite of _the fact that it was so unexpected, ·
the girl hurriedly obeyed. But when WilJ saw
her attempt to put on a cloak w:llich he knew
could hardly be taken for a peasant garb, he
turned to the servant, and said:
"You must have something that will ~.nswer
the purpose. Remember, she has gm; to appear
as a very common peasant, or she will surely be
discovered."
"I will get a cloak," was the rely.
A whispered word from the young deadshot
and the lieutenant led his sweeti:J.ent fr:,m the
room and waited a't the top of the h'.lll until the
servant returned. When she came she haJ what
was needed, and almost entirely enveloping her
form in the garment, Katrina Metz was rP.ady to
make her escape. Down the stairs they went,
and then through the hall and into the room that
opened on the basement stairs. They were just
half-way down the ladder when a crash more
ter r ilic than any they had yet heard si:rtce the
bombardment began occurred, and the building
trembled as if it were about to topple and fall
to the ground. Just what happened to it they
did not know, but they felt it high time that they
got outside. Without taking the time to gathq
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up any of her belongings the frightened servant
hastened with them from the house. Out upon
the street they could see hurrying soldiers who
were answering the call of their officers.
"Lieutenant," the young deadshot said, in his
cool and easy way, "I reckon we had better not
go out that way. We must find a means to get
upon another street where it is more quiet. Probably this woman can lead the way."
Schlager, who happened to be near the servant,
quickly told her what was required. Then she
nodded and led them along a path which was
lined with shrubbery on either side until they
finally came to the stable that belonged to the
premises. Attached to this was a garage, and
when Wild realized what it was a sudden thought
popped into his mind.
•
"Lieutenant, do you know how to run an automobile?"
"Yes," was the quick reply.
"Well, I know a little . about it, too. But I
. wouldn't want to trust myself to running one on
this particular night. I take it for granted that
there must be a machine in that garage."
Schlager asked the servant, and she quickly
informed him that there was one there.
·
_ "That's all right," the young deadshot said, .in
_his cooi and easy way. ".W e'll have a loe>k at it
even if we don't have the opportunity to use it."
He went to the door, but found it locked.
"I reckon we can't get in this way," he said,
with a shake of the head. "We'll have to try
,some other."
As he started to go to a window a few feet
' away, the door suddenly opened and a man was
·exposed to · view. The woman-serva nt gave a
startled scream, but Wild quickly pulled her back,
·and then stepping up to the fellow, said, speaking
in German:
"The Kaiser's army is here, and unless you
~urrender right away you will be put to death."
Doubtless the fellow, who was a native Russian, did not understand the words. But the
·commanding way in which they were spoken was
quite enough to cause him to drop upon his knees
·and hold up his hands imploringly.
"Shut up!" commanded Wild, pushing the muzzle of a revolver under his nose. "Lieutenant,
drag him inside here. We will bind and gag him
so he can cause us no trouble."
The lieutenant left his sweetheart long enough
to assist in pulling the frightened chauffeur, for
11uch he was, into the garage. There was one
light burning in the place, which was quite
enough for them to see what they were doing,
and when a rope was found it took but a very
short time to fix the fellow so he could do no
harm to any one. But Wild gagged him with a
handkerchief he found upon his own person,
and then he felt satisfied. There was a big touring car standing there ready for use. But the
young deadshot knew it would be next to an impossibility to get out upon the street and escape
by means of it. The soldiers were altogether too
thick .there, and if they saw the Russian captain's auto appear on the street at such a time
as that it would surely mean that it would be
stopped.
, "Lieutenant," he said, "I fear we will be unable to make use of this ca.r. If there was _only

a way to get out upon another street it would
be all right."
"There may be a way, for this is quite an es•
tate," was the reply. "Suppose we find out."
"Ask the servant. You can talk German a lot
better than I can. It's a wonder to me how I
managed to make her believe I was one of her
own race."
Schlager turned to the woman and was overjoyed when he received the information that there
was ·a driveway to a street that ran parallel with
the one the house fronted upon.
"Come on!" the young - deadshot exclaimed
when he was informed of it. "Now then, show
me what you know about on~ e>f these machines."
"I will show you quickly enough," was the reply, and the lieutenant went right at work.
He quickly started the machine going, and then
finding that the car was equipped with electric
lights, he turned them on. After a quick examination he declared that he had often run a
machine of the same sort.
"Open the big door and I will take it out," he
~~
.

Wild pushed the helpless chauffeur out of the
way, and then quickly swung open the door. As
if she was going to make sure of not being left
behind, Katrina Metz hurriedly got into the car.
"You may as well all get in," Schlager said,
nodding his head approvingly.
Then Wild assisted the trembling servant to
a seat beside the girl, and, closing the door, got
upon the front seat beside the lieutenant.
"See- this?" he said, as he showed his revoJver
to Schlager. "I am going to have this ready, and
the chances are I will use it if there is no other
way to get out of it. Maybe I might be violating
my neutrality by doing so, but I won't consider
it that way. I am not fighting against Russia,
nor am I helping the cause of the Kaiser any. I
am simply helping you to get your sweetheart to
a place of safety."
"Thank you, thank you!" was the fervent reply.
. "Then the lieutenant seized a lever, and there
was a quick grinding noise, and the machine
started slowly out of the garage. Once they got
outside upon the concrete roadway he brought
it to a stop.
"Which way?" he asked, turning to the servant behind him.
She pointed to the left, and seeing that the
driveway turned in that direction, he set out
again, and going slowly along between the flowering shrubs and trees, the lights of the next
street soon were to be seen. Once he had a
straight way before him Schlager let the machine go a little faster and a few seconds later
it bounded out upon the street. People could be
seen darting frantically about, but there were no
soldiers there.
"It's all right, lieutenant," the young deadshot
said, nodding his head approvingly. "Now then,
get to that bridge as quickly as possible."
There was a.n- approving nod, and then, after
he had whispered something to his sweetheart behind him Schlager set the machine going swiftly, and up the street in the direction of the one
that would take them directly to the bridge it
dashed. The pace was slackened as the corner
was neared, but though there was much of a
commotion somewhere below them, Wild told him
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.,.; go on. Down the hill the auto· went at a rather
slow speed, and soon the big abutment s of the
bridge could be discovered ahead of them. Rut
it happened that a big body of soldie1·s sudJenly
appeared and started to cross the street less than
a hundred yards below them and quite close to
the commenc ement of the bridge. This necessitated a stop, and reluctant ly the lieutenan t shut
off the power and put on the brake. But the
engine kept chugging awa9', for he was not going to run the risk of having a failure in start. ing when the time came. Crowds of people
passed and repassed them, and some even stopped
long enough to stare at the automobil e and its
occupants . But there were no soldiers to interfere with them. . They all seemed to be below
them or over toward the forts. For ten minutes they were forced to sit there, and then, just
as they thought the opportun ity had arrived for
them to proceed to the bridge, there was a terrific
explosion , and the sky was lit up with a bright
red glare for the space of a second. Bits of
broken masonry, wood and other d~bris fell all
around them, but fortunate ly no one was hit.
Wild knew right away that the explosion had occurred very close to them, and he could not make
himself believe that it had been caused by a shell
from one of the big German guns.
"Lieutena nt," he said, as the smoke was clearing away, "what in thunder do you make of it,
anyhow?"
"{ don't know," was the reply. "Maybe one of
the magazine s has blown up accidenta lly."
"Somethi ng like that, I reckon. Wait; I'll fi.nd
out."
The young deadshot, still in his disguise, attempted to get out of the auto. But the skirts
tripped him and caused him to fall.
"Confoun d it!" he exclaimed . "I reckon it's
about time I got this rig off." .
Then he quickly tore aside the disguise, including the wig, and tossing it into the rear of the
~uto, said:
"Here, Katrina, put that on. Probably it will
be a benefit to you before we get through."
As the girl did not know him, she must have
been surprised at peing addressed by her given
name. But, when her lover told her to do exactly
as the boy said, she hastily complieq, the servant,
who was now somewha t over her · nervousne ss,
assisting her. Wild took time to put on his sombrero, which he had, of course, brnught with him,
and then he slipped down the hill a short <ljstance
and looked ahead. The smoke had now about
cleared away, and when he saw that the bridge
was no longer there he was treated to a genuine
surprise.
"By jingo!" lie exclaimed , under his breath.
"The Russians have blown up the bridge so the
Germans can't cross. I reckon we're in for it
nov.r."
It was not necessary for him to look any
further to satisfy himself that such was the case.
Hurrying back to the auto, he said:
. "Is there another bridge anywhere within a
few miles?"
"Why, what is the matter?" Schlager asked,
excitedly.
·
"The Russians have blown up the bridge, that's
all. There being none there now, we can't get
over."
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"There's a b1·idge about twelve miles below."
"All right. That is the way to go, then. Start
her off."
The boy was about to leap into the machine
when a detachme nt of soldiers led by an officer
suddenly appeared from a narrow street that was
close to the machine. There was but one electric
light burning anywhere near them, but it gave
sufficient light for the young deadshot and his
companio ns to see them quite plainly. What was
Wild's surprise, then, when a human form
bounded from the midst of the soldiers and
rushed straight toward them, for he recognize d
it as being the person of Hop Wah, the clever
Chi nee.
"Hip hi! Save me," came from the Chinaman's lips. "Um Lussian soldiers wantee killee
me, so be."
Schlager recognize d the Chinaman , too, for he
had seen him enough to make him remember .
"This way, Hop," Wild called out, as he quickly recovered from his astonishm ent.
"Misler Wild, Misler Wild!" came the joyful
cry, and two seconds later the Chinaman was at
the side of the machine.
"Get in here, heathen," Wild said, as he
gripped him by the collar and almost lifted him
into the auto, where the girl and the servant
were crouching in fear.
The servant, however, had a pair of very keen
eyes, and as the officer came rushing to the spot,
followed by the soldiers, she gave a cry of despair and exclaimed :
"Captain Pandrosk i ! He has come for us. All
is lost!"
CHAPTE R IX.-Outw itting the Russian
Captain.
As the startling words came from the lips of
the woman servant Lieutenan t Schlager turned
quickly and then his face blanched.
"It is he!" he cried, hoarsely. "What must we
do, Young Wild West?"
But Wild made no reply to the question, for
he saw the Russian captain and his men r ushing
straight for the automobil e, no doubt for the purpose of surroundi ng it. Whether the captain had
recognize d his automobil e or not the young deadshot did not know. But he took it that they
were simply pursuing the Chinaman . The lieutenant attempted to start the machine, but in his
excitemen t did something wrong and the result
was that there was a grindiilg sou ~ 1 and a jar,
and it remained stationary. . Sword m hand, the
Russian captain sprang to the side where Wild
was. A loud command came from his lips, but
Wild did not know what it was.
Reaching out quickly, he seized the Russian by
the wrist, and then with a quick wrench, pulled
the sword from his hand. Then as he made a
grab to pull his gun so he might force the captain to call back the soldiers, something happened they had not figured upon. Even though
he had been disarmed, Pandrosk i was not going
to give up. In some manner he managed to catch
the young deadshot by the belt, and before Wild
knew it he was pulled out of the machine. Meanwhile the lieutenan t was making frantic efforts
to get the auto going. Wild knew he was in for
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it, so as he landed upon his feet he struck a
abort-arm blow, landing squarely upon the pit of
the captain's stomach Naturally this caused him
to relinquish his grasp upon the boy's belt, and
for the time being the American boy was free.
At that very moment the machine started off
with a whizz, and and Schlager narrowly missed
colliding with the curb at the corner he had intended to turn in order to make for the bridge
that lay further along the river. Whether he
tried to stop the machine or not Wild did not
know, but he shouted at the top of his voice:
"Go on, go on! I'll take care of myself all
right."
Possibly his words were not heard, but the
machine continued, after knocking a couple of the
soldiers down, and quickly disappeared down the
street. Wild had now drawn his revolver, and
with it pointed directly at the Russian captain's
heart, he was holding him back.
"Call off your men, captain," the boy cried, his
eyes fl.ashing. "If you don't I will kill you dead
in your tracks."
The words were spoken in German and were
understood evidently, for the Russian officer
shrank back and showed that he was not a little
frightened.
"I am an American citizen," Wild went on,
feeling that he had gained a slight advantage.
"I don't know what you were pursuing the Chinaman for, but if he has done anything in the way
of damage you shall be paid for it. He is my
servant, and one of the members of the great
Wild West Show, of which you have no doubt
heard."
"If you are an American citizen and not a
German spy, you shall have a chance to prove
it," the captain said, after a short silence. "The
Chinaman was caught spying near the forts, and
when the soldiers started to take him a prisoner
he threw fire in their faces, and then ran. I
happened to be near the scene at the time, and
naturally I collected some men and gave pursuit. He must be apprehended."
"That's all right, captain," the young deadshot
answered in his cool and easy way. "No doubt
you have very good reasons for thinking him to
be a spy. But he isn't, I assure you. That fellow . is a great deal smarter than he looks. He
is only a heathen, I know, but he certainly
wouldn't do a thing to harm the cause of the Russians. I can't explain how he happens to be here
at this time, but since he is of a roving disposition and fond of strong drink, it may .be that
he came here for that purpose."
"He is a spy!" the captain cried, now becoming angry.
"He is not, I say. But of course you will not
believe me. I am not a spy, either."
"Enough of this!" Captain Pandroski said,
tartly. "I assure you that you shall be given the
opportunity to clear yourself of suspicion. Put
away your pistol, or it may be that you will be
shot, even though. you are an American citizen."
Wild shot a glance about him, and finding that
he was completely surrounded by the soldiers, he
decided to submit to arrest. Dropping his revolver into the holster, he folded his arms and
said:
"All right, captain. I am your prisoner. I
reckon you'll find out that this is a big mistake."

The young deadshot was more than pleased,
because he ·now felt certain that the Russian
captain had not recognized his own automobile,
and of course was not aware of who the occupants were. As far as he was concerned himself, it would be all right, for he could not help
thinking that the good luck that always stayed
with him would bring him out safe and sound at
this time. There were as many as a hundred
soldiers on the scene now, for the excitement had
drawn them there.
Wild again looked around, and finding that his
case was more hopeless than ever, resigned himself t whatever might happen. At an order
from the captain his revolver was taken from
him and a search was made to see if he had other
weapons upon his person. But he had none, so
he was placed between two of the soldiers and
then at a command from the captain the others
fell into line and away they went in the direction
of the forts. No mounted men had appeared upon
the scene, and as there were no automobiles handy, pursuit had not started after the machine
that was being driven by Lieutenant Schlager.
It was somewhat satisfying to the boy prisoner
that his captors treated him with respect. He
walked along, keeping step with them, and in less
than ten minutes found himself before a big iron
gate which he knew opened into the ground where
the forts were located. As he passed through
and heard the gate clang behind him he could not
help feeling that he was a prisoner, indeed, and
had small chance of getting away very soon.
There had come a lull in the bombardment, but
this· simply meant that it would begin more furiously later on, the boy thought. Across a courtyard with gray walls of rock looming up on his
right the boy was led. Then into a tunnel-like
place his two captors conducted him, the Russian captain walking behind and holding his
sword as if he was going to be sure that the
American boy would not escape. No doubt he
felt sore from the blow he had received in the
stomach, and naturally he must have hated the
one who gave it to him. Yet he kept remarkably
cool. At length they were before the door of the
real prison. The jailer was stationed there
armed with a musket to which was attached a
bayonet.
He saluted the captain, and then was told to
unlock the door. Evincing no little surprise when
he saw that the prisoner was wearing such a
pictures9ue costume, the man obeyed. Wild permitted liimself to be ushered into the big stone
cell, for such it was. Then as the jailer was
about to close and lock the gate the Russian cap•
tain said something to him and stepped in also.
Clang! The heavy door came to, and Wild heard
the key turn in the lock.
"I would have a few words with you before I
go," Captain Pandroski said, in excellent German. "But wait. I have forgotten something."
Then he called out through the grated bars
for the jailer to open the door, which was promptly done. Finding that the two guards who had
delivered Wild to the prison had departed, the
captain told the pailer to come inside.
"Search him," he said, in the Russian language. "I believe him to be a spy, even though
he claims to be an American."
The young deadshot was taken with a sud-.
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den idea. He saw a bunch of keys hanging from
the jailer's belt, and it occurred to him that if
he could overcome the two men and once get outside, he would have a good chance of making his
escape. Ready for the first opportunity, he folded
his arms and stood in the center of the cell while
the two Russians were talking. Presently Captain Pandroski turned to him and said:
"You are willing to be searched, I presume?"
"Go ahead and search me," was the quick re-
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stepped behind a jutting point of the stone wall
and started thinking.
Boom, bing, bang! Crash!
A terrific noise sounded, and then the young
deadshot thought the stone walls were going to
fall upon him. Loosened bits of stone and mortar
fell all around him. As he was about to step
away from the wall he saw _several soldiers r ushing through the passage. At that very moment
loud shouts for help came from the direction of
~~
I
the cell. Wild knew that his escape woilld be
Then at a word from the captain the jailer discovered now, so looking about and finding a
stepped forwa1·d and attempted to go through big opening that had been rent in the side wall,
the pockets of the boy. We may well say at- he threw the keys into it, and then slipped betempted, for that was all he did. With a light- hind a pile of debris. He was just in time, for
ning-like quickness, Wild stepped one pace back, the soldiers ran swiftly past him and did not stop
and then out shot his clenched fist with terrific until they came to the door of the cell he had so
force, catching the jailer squarely upon the point lately-occupied. It has been said that nothing
of the jaw and dropping him as if he had been succeeds like determination. Young Wild West
certainly had plenty of that, and without hesia bag of grain.
No doubt the Russian captain was astounded tating any further he slipped along, keepin~ in
at this sudden action, but if he was he had no the darkness as much as possible until he was
time to recover before he received a crashing right at the end of the tunnel-like entrance. Wild
blow on the jaw, and he went staggering back slipped out, and keeping close to the wall on the
with such :l'orce as to strike his head against the left, managed to get all the way to the big iron
iron door and become temporarily unconscious. gate. But this was guarded on the outside, and
"So much for my ability to hit good and hard," as it would be impol!sible ·to open it, it might as
Wild muttered, as he turned his attention to the well have been the solid wall itself. Another
jailer who was in the act of getting -upon his shell exploded right at the mouth of the tunnel
he had lately come from, and then there was a
feet.
Spat! Again that right fis,t shot out, and this crashing of the falling masonry which lasted
time the man's head came in such hard contact nearly a full minute.
Passing the gate, the brave boy continued on,
with the stone floor that he collapsed, throwing
out his arms and kicking for a few seconds, only for it happened to be quite dark at that end of•
to become quite still. There was no time to 1011e. the enclosure.
Wild quickly unbuckled the unconscious man's
Boom, boom!
belt, and then secured his arms, so he would be
The guns of the forts were answering nobly it
kept helpless for a wihle even if he came to. seemed. But suddenly there was another crash,
Having done this, he turned his attention to the and the few lights in the court-yard were exRussian captain, who was just then 1-etul'ning to tinguished instantly.
consciousness. It was easy to overpower him
. "Ah!" exclaimed the young dead.shot. "My .
and fuc him the same as he had done the jailer. time has come at last. Now to find a way to get"
"Captain Pandroski," he said, in his cool and out of h~re."
easy way, "I rnckon I have got the best of it
The bombardment continued, and at lal!t after
now. But don't think for a moment tht I am a he had spent two hours at the forts, Young Wild
spy. I am not. I came ac1·oss the bridge tonight West was compelled to crawl into a fissure that
for another purpose, which I think I have ac- had been torn open by the bursting of a giant
complished. Since you were kind enough to 1·e- shell and lie in seclusion. All night long he was
lieve me of my revolver, I'll have to take yours forced to remain there, for two heavy mortars
in exchange, and as it may be of a different were dl'awn up right near his place of concealcaliber, I will also take the cartridges you have. ment and were put in operation against the
I hope you will not feel offended at this act of enemy. When it began to grow daylight he made
mine, for it is a case of nec:essity."
ready to do something, for he certainly would be
· Quickly taking possession of the man's l'e- di~covered when it grew light enough. But one
volver, and finding a dozen or more cartridges _ of the big· German guns helped him out, for just
upon his person, Wild examined the weapon in as it was light enough for him to see what was
the rather dim light that came between the iron going on around him by peering fz:om the fissure,
bars, from the outside, and finding it loaded there came a heavy shock, and a mass of stone
opened the door.
and mortar was torn away right at his very side.
He was about to go out when he thought of the That was enough. Thi·ough the opening ran the
keys the jailer had. Possessing himself of the dashing young deadshot who had experienced a
keys, he stepped over the Russian captain, who night at the Russian forts. Regardless of the
was still lying upon the floor, and then out he fact that_ he might be killed at any moment by
went. He shut the door gently, and was not long the burstmg of a shell, he turned and sped away
in finding the key that fitted the lock. Once he like the wind.
did he turned it and he knew they were secure
Naturally enough he chose to make for the
for a while, anyhow. But it was orily a short river. But the nearest point of reachi.nJi it, as
distance he went before he found plenty of sol- he soon discovered, was at the point where the
diers. The court-yard seemed to be full of them, big bridge had been blown up the night before
and realizing that it would be out of the question by the Russians in order to prevent the advance
for him to break through them just then, he of the Germans.
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"There is only one way," he said to himself,
as he hastened toward the abutments of the
bridge. "If I can't find a boat I will have to
swim for it, that's all."
'
He -had just reached one of the abutments and
was looking around for a boat, when rather to
his dismay he saw a Russian officer suddenly appear and rush after him, sword in hand. But
that was not all. The officer was no other than
Captain Pandroski. Just how he had got out of
the cell Wild did not know, nor did he take time
to consider just then. There was the man he had
outwitted, and he had been recognized!
.
"Stop!" cried the captain, just as half a dozen
soldiers came running tow~rd the spot.
The young deadshot hadl but one chance, and
he knew it. There was nothing left for him to do
but to make the leap from the abutment f the
destroyed bridge.
Splash! Wild struck the water and quickly
disl}ppeared beneath the surface. With an angry
roar the Russian captain leaped after him. Up
came the youn~ deadshot, and then he struck out
for the opposite shore. Pandroski must have
been determined indeed W capture the young
American or he never would · have leaped into
the water wearing his full uniform. Half a
dozen soldiers had reached the spot, and when
the captain began crying fo help he took up all
their time, and while they were getting a rope
to effect a rescue, Wild kept on swimming. Before he got across he heard a shot, and then
raising his head above the water, he saw Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart waving their hands.
Five minutes later he was shaking hands with
his two partners, who had remained there !ill
night, as they had been. told to do. Wh~n Wild
recovered from his swim across the river he
questioned them concerning the automobile. But
they knew nothing of it.
"We had better get back to our camp, boys,
Something tells me that everything is all right.
Come on."
As the boy said this his partners almost carried him to where the horses were in waiting.
They were stopped twice by the soldiers before
they reached the camp, but when they got there
they certainly were well. ~leased,Jor they. foui:d
Lieutenant Schlager waiting fo~them with his
intended bride and the woman servant.
"I reckon that winds up this particular adventure, and certainly has been a great one," the
young deadshot said, after he had related how
he had been at the Russian forts.
"Hip hi, hoolay!" Hop W~h shouted, .a~d th~n
Cheyenne Charlie to~k off his hat and 3omed m.
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of eight children would not strike the Swedish
people as anything unusual, however extraordinary it might be in France. Therefore he declined to sponsor the book in Sweden.
NEW YORKS OF AMERICA
It is an American phenomenon that in the
naming of frontier and pioneer settlements the
names of famous places have been copied. Because of this the United States abounds with
Philadelphias, Bostons, Richmonds, Albanys and
Pittsburghs. Rather strangely, however, but one
New York is listed in the United States Postal
Guide-perhaps because the Postoffice Department desired to avoid confusion.
Three other postoffices have "New York" as a
part of their names. One of these is West New
York, N. J., a suburban town of 30,000 population. hTe other two are called New York Mills.
New York Mills, N. Y., is a village in Oneida
County, suburban to the city of Utica. Its population in 1925 was officially determined as 4,610.
It has one railroad, the West Shore. New Ycrk
Mills, Minn., is a village in Ottertail County, in
the northwestern part of the State and on the
Northern Pacific railroad. The population of the
vilage at the last census was 700. The village is
incorporated not as New York Mills, but under
exactly the same name as thi;; -city, and is therefore the only other municipality by the name of
New York.
There are five other small communities called
New York, though none of them has a postoffice
nor a corporate charter. New York, Ala., is in
Sumter County, and has a station on the Alabama, Tennessee & Northern Railroad. New
York, Iowa, i.;; a rural settlement in Wayne
County. New York, Ga., is in Polk County. New
York, Texas, is in Henderson County. New York
Mills, Col., is in Gilpin County. In Yuba County,
Cal., there is a New York Township.
New ork is honored with seventy namesakes
among city thoroughfares. Nineteen cities have a
New York Street and fifty-one cities have a New
York A venue.
Outside the United States, this city seems to
have few namesakes. One island in mid-Pacific is
called New York Island, but it is also called
Washington I sland, and this latter name is the
one chiefl.v used. A village in Scotland is called
New York. It is in the Argyll district and on
Loch Awe. There is also a New York near the
City of !ll"ewcastle-upon-Tyne, in England.-N. Y.
Times.
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EIGHT CHILDREN
A French novelist's book, entitled "I Have
Eight Children," attained a certain popularity.
When the author looked into the question of foreign publication a Swedish publisher to whom. he
a;ubmitted his work replied that the possess1.on
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Terry, the Texan
-OR-

--. The Mustang Herders of the Rio Grande
By DICK ELLISON
(A Serial Story)
CHAPTER II.
At the Fandango.
A look of stupefaction crossed the bully's bloated face.

"What!" he gasped. "You talk that way ter
me? You-a kid-take me by the neck? Thunderation ! Say, do yer want me ter chaw yer all
,... up an' spit yer all out again? Consarn ye, yer
don't really know who I am?"
"I know you are one of the worst horse thieves
in the State of Texas," coolly retorted the boy,
"and I know you ain't wanted on this side of
the border. I'll give you just two minutes to
vamooi:e the ranch!"
Roaring Ike gasped, his watery eyes bulged,
and he fairly trembled with rage.
"This are too much!" he finally managed to
pant. "I'll take no more of it from yer. Say yer
prayers, pilgrim! I'm goin' ter drop yer!"
He began to raise his shooter, but his hand
h&d scarcely moved when Terry jerked out a revolver and pushed the muzzle in his face. .
It was done like a flash of lightning, and Roaring Ike reeled back.
"Stop!" exclaimed the boy, in his cool, freeand-easy way. "Hands up, Ike!"
There was a smile on his face, but Ike saw
dangernus glitter in his keen gray eyes, and
it took all the brag and bluster out of him.
The villain dropped his gun to the floor, and
up went his trembling hands above . his head,
while his face turned as pale as death.
"Don't shoot!" he yelled. "I quit!"
Shouts of approval came from the miners, who
had been crowding in the door and windows when
they saw Terrv tame the howling terror.
"Drop on your knees!" exclaimed the boy,
atemly.
Down sank Roaring Ike, shaking and sweating
with fear, and most of the intoxication scared
out of him.
"Spare me!'' he roared. "I'll be good!"
With a look of contempt on his face, Terry
pointed at the man.
"Look at the big bluff, gentlemen," said he.
"I may be only a boy, but he can't f<'ur-flush
me. A moment ago he was going to eat me up."
A shout of derision burst from the rough
crowd.
It pleased them to see the terror humbled by
the dashing young Texan, and they greatly admired his courage.
"I'll take away his weapons, so he can't do
no more harm," chuckled Big Bill, as he disarmed the bully.
"Good enough," said Terry. "And that leaves
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him in a good condition to ride him out of town
on a rail."
A yell of approval greeted this remark, and
out rushed a couple of the miners to get the
rail.
"Ride him on a rail! Ride him on a rail!"
yelled the crowd.
In the midst of the tumult, in came some
miners with a long fence .rail, and in a moment
more Roaring Ike was struggling in the hands
of a dozen brawny men.
It only took them a moment to get him astride
of the rail, and they lifted him up, swearing and
roaring like madmen.
As the crowd bore him out and marched him
triumphantly down the main street · of .the camp,
he shook his fist at Terry, and yelled, savagely:
"I'll pay you off for this!"
The boy had gone to the door with Bill, but
he merely smiled, and said:
"That's a threat of vengeance! I'll hear from
that fellow again!"
Just. then a dozen stalwart Texans. dressed
like cowboys, pushed their way through the
crowd to Terry's side, and greeted him gladly.
"Hello, Terry!" cried one. "We've been waitin'
fer yer!"
They were his posse, and he said to the
speaker, as he drew him into th~ saloon:
_
"Any news, Dave?"
"You bet! A while ago ;ruan Zaldo and half a •
dozen greasers rode inter camp. They went
inter Yaller Domingo's cafe, an' began ter fill
up on pulque. I was dozin' in a corner. Thinkin'
me dead ter ther world, two of 'em sat at ther
next table an' began ter chin in Spanish. I
understand the lingo, of course, an' heard 'em
give out ther hull game they were ter play tonight!"
"What was it?" asked Terry, in eager tones.
"Thar's ter be a fandango over in ther peons'
quarters on the Lone Star Ranch to-night, and
ther Don and his darter will be thar with every
mustang herder what's in camp. While Juan
Zaldo and half a dozen of his men sets fire to
the ranch-house, Roarin' Ike an' ther hull
Alameda gang will break down the stockade of
corral No. 9 an' git away with ther two hundred
head of mustangs San Rosa has there, ready to
sell."
"Ah!" said Terry, with a nod. "That's a
pretty plot !"
"You bet."
"And where will they take the mustangs?"
"Down ter Yankee Ford."
"Oh! They mean to run them over the Rio
Grande, into Mexico?"
"That's ther game. They means ter take 'em
ter their holdout in Alameda."
"Well, they won't do it. Get the boys together
at once and dig up a pony for iBill. We will
take a run out to the ranch and see if we can't
spoil their plans."
After some more explanations, Dave spoke to
his companions, and inside of five miutes Bill
had a mustang and Terry was mounted upon
Ginger, and they rode out of Red Dog.
By this time the moon was up.
Terry rode on in advance of his party, think·
ing deeply.
He had heard that the miners dumped Roaring Ike into the river, and that the big vill.tiu,
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swam across the stream, so it was useless to
try to intercept him then. And as Dave added
that Zaldo and his men had left Yellow Domingo.,s place without recognizing him, and had ridden away fr , , the mining camp in a body, the
boy presumed that they had gone straight to
San Rosa's to carry out their part of the plot.
Following a well-beaten trail that led along
the river shore, Terry's party finally arrived in
sight of a grove of trees, in the midst of which
was a small collection of houses, occupied by
the herders and their families.
Further on was the big, rambling home of
the Mexican grandee, who owned the mustang
ranch where Ter.ry was employed.
. There souhded the musical tinkle of guitars,
the dulcet tones of a Bohemian flute and the
rattle of castanets coming from one of the
houses.
Up to the door rode Terry and the mustang
herders, and, tethering their mounts, they passed
into the dimly lit big room.
It was crowded with Mexicans, and in the
middl of the floor, with . a tambourine in her
hand was a beautiful girl and a sinister Mexican
'i n fancy costume, dancing a fandango to the
music and the excited plaudits of the spectators. Terry was startled, for he saw that the
senorita was I-oez, the hidalgo's daughter, and
that the man was Juan Zaldo.
"By Jove," muttered the boy, as he clutched
•
the butt of his revolver, "those demons are losing
no time about putting their plans into operation."
CHAPTER III.
The Herd of Mustangs.
As Bill Grimes had only discovered the
treachery of Zaldo and several of the herders
that day, no one but he and Terry's party knew
about it.
Terry, the:i;efore, figured that the Mexican's
boldness in thus returning to the ranch-houses
was inspired by his belief that no one would get
bacl~ there in time to betray him · before he carried out his plot.
The boy cast a searching glance around at
the faces of those present, a nd saw the old
hidalgo ·sitting aside watching the dance with an
amused smile upon his white-bearded face.
Not one of Juan's crooked friends were in
sight.
"Well, by Jove, that greaser has got a nerve
to come here," muttered the boy.
"Pard, I'm goin' to shoot him," whispered
Bill, excitedly.
"You can't. You have no revolvers," replied
Terry. "But you leave him to me. We'll nip
his scheme in the bud, right here."
"Go ahead, then. I'm wild tel' see that blamed
coyote go under."
The music was twanging, the castanets were
clicking at a lively pace, and as the two fandango dancers went through the graceful evolutions, the Mexicans shouted :
Holi ! Holi !" and stamped and
"Bravo!
clapped theil' hands.
In the mid.st of it, Terry jerked a revolver

from his belt, and pushing his way through · the
crowd, he reached the inside of the circle.
"Zaldo !" he i;;houted, m ringing tones.
The dancing Mexican glanced at him, gave
a violent start, and turned pale.
He found himself staring into the muzzle of
Terry's revolver, and paused.
For an instant there was a deathly silence,
.
and the musjc stopped, too.
Then the women began to scream, the men
sprang to . their feet with excited exclamations,
and a frown gathered on the face of San Rosa.
"·W hat is the meaning of this interruption?"
he asked, haughtily.
"That man and half a dozen of his comrades
are traitors!" ·replied Terry, as he pointed at
the terrified Zaldo. "He is in league with Roar·ing Ike's gang of cattle thieves. We have proof
of his guilt. To-night they intend to burn the
·ranch and run off more of your mustangs during the excitem'ent."
Shouts of horror and indignation escaped
every one present.
"Caramba !" hissed Zaldo, furiously. "That is '
a lie!"
"Up with your hands, you dog, or I'll shoot
.
you!"
"Never<!" yelled Zaldo, and he suddenly seized
Inez in his arms and held her between him and
the young deadshot.
The Mexican girl screamed and struggled in
·
vain to get free.
"Save me! Save me!" she shrieked wildly.
An awful uproar now ensued among the spectators.
"Drop that girl!" shouted Terry, sternly.
"Fire at me and you'll kill her.!" retorted
the Mexican, a'n d he began to walk back tow~rd
a rear window, dragging the girl with him.
Terry made a rush for the man, but with
equal dexterity Zaldo picked up the screaming
girl, and, with a panther-like spring, he went
out the window with her and disappeared from
view in the bushes.
The only cool one in the room was Terry the
Texan, as every one called him.
"My child! My child!" shouted Don Pedro,
in tones of alarm. "Save her!"
"Come on, Bill!" exclaimed Terry. "We must
head him off!"
He ran out the door and sped around the
house, but when he reached the back porch, he
saw Zaldo on a mustang, holding the girl in
front of him, speeding away like the wind.
Terry raised his pistol to fire at the horse,
in order to stop it, but before he had time to
press the trigger it vanished behind a mass of
cactus bushes, and he lowered the wearon in
disgust.
"Fire through the bushes at him!" cried Bill,
excitedi,¥.
"No," answered the boy, shaking his head.
"A random shot might hit poor Inez. We must
get our horses and chase him, Bill.''
"All right. I'm vdth you, pard. Go ahead,
an'--"
"Heavens! What's that?" interrupted the boy,
suddenly, as he started off through the trees
at the crimson glow that began to rise one
hundred yards away.

(To be continued.)
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INTERESTING AKTICLES .
MODERN LEGENDS
According to G. K. Chesterton, Sherlock
Holmes and Peter Pan are perhaps the only two
:iction characters of recent times who have become
true legends. In the old days when paganism was
the generally accepted religion these two glamor.us figures would, he thinks, have become gods.
HERE'S A SPRING TONIC
Dr. Theodore B. Appel, of ' Harrisburg, Pa.,
State Secretary of Health, offered the following
}9rescription today as a spring tonic:
"Restriction in the use of meat; onsumption of
JnOre fruit and vegetables.
"Eight hours of sleep each night.
.
"Pl•mty of work and a goodly dash of play."
"This is nature's own program fo1· vim, vigor
and vitality," Dr. Appel said.
"It is merely common sense applied to the gentle art of living. Follow this prescription and
medicine will not btl required."
THINK MOTOR CARS INVENTED BY
DEVILS
By the natives of Kansu, a Chinese province,
foreign devils are believed to have invented and
built the motor car. Ralph C. Scoville, a returIJ,1.!d
missionary, informed the Dodge Brothers' factory
that the Governor of that province recently
bought a Dodge car and, driven by a Russian
chauffeur, startled his subjects by appearing in
the streets with the strange vehicle.
At the sight of it the streets resounded with
eries of "chi chae," the literal meaning being
steam car or power cart.
Kansu is 1,500 miles from the nearest railroad,
in the e:xtreme northwesterly section of China.
According to Mr. Scoville, Dodge cars are
gradually replacing mule-drawn caravans of commerce.
FLYER SAVED BY INDIANS
Harbored by friendly Indians who found him
wandering aimlessly near the lower Kuckokwim
River in a blinding snowstorm, C. E . Young,
pioneer Alaska aviator, is awaiting better weather
before continuing his interrupted attempt to ex-

tend airplane service to the isolated villages west
of McGrath, Alaska.
Young left McGrath on the last leg of his flight
from Anchorage to Bethel. His abandoned plane
was found on the ice next day.
Airplanes and dog teams from five Alaska
towns searched for the missing airman until the
other night, when an Indian runner brought word
that he was safe.
With the assistance of the natives Young has
repaired the plane and will resume the journey
to Bethel as soon as the present 40-below-zer<>
weather is over.
KILLER OF DALTONS DIES
John Joseph Kloehr, sixty-nine, of Coffeyville,
Kan., expert marksman, who gained fame
when he killed three members of the Dalton gang
of bank robbers here in 1892, is dead here.
Kloehr came to Kansas from Germany with his
parents more than fifty years ago. He soon became kno-wn as an expert marksman, and when
the Dalton gang raided the two banks here in· October, 1892, Kloehr joined a posse and exchanged
shots with the bandits -as they ran ' for their
horses.
•
·
He killed Bob and Grant Dalton and Bill Broadwell, leaders Of the gang which had terrorized the
West. Four of the civilian posse fell before the
bandit fire.
He received rewards from express companies,
the Chicago Bankers' Association and other protective organizations. He gave the money to
families of citizens killed by raiders.
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Sold By His Sweetheart
My friend Thompson, the English Scotla nd
Yard detective, whom I have mentioned before,
paid me a visit lately, and he told me one of his
l"emarkable adventures while smoking our pipes
.
together.
Some twenty years a go, on a cold winter's
night, Thompson was sent down to the city of
Birmingham, from the head office in London, with
instructions to work up some daring burgiaries
lately committed in the former city.
The principal sufferer at Birmingham was an
old officer who had served in India, and who had
made a large fortune there.
When Thompson arrived a t Birmingham he
was received by Colonel Crandall as an old merchant friend from London, and not even a hint
was given as to the nature of his business at the.
hospitable ma.>ision .
"I can't make out for the life of me,"' commenced the old colonel, "how the robbery could
}ul.ve been effected. There wasn't a single window
<>r door broken open, yet all my plate, jewels and
money were whipped away as if by magic; and,
what is the worst of it, every guest in my house ·
suffered as well."
"Do you suspect any of the servants?" asked
the detective.
- "I would as soon suspect my own daughter. All
of the-servants have been with me for years, and
I will swear to their honesty; and I tell you I'm
not eaiily deceived."
"Of course it would be an insult to ask you if
you think: it possible that any of your guests
would be the burglar."
· "It would be an insult. . My guests are all gentlemen."
"You are acquainted with the other three gentlemen whose houses have been robbed in a similar
manner?"
"Oh, most. assuredly. They are all particular
friends of mine."
"Then it. will be necessary for you to introduce
me to their houses."
"Certainly I will,' Mr.- - ' '
"Call me Larkin, if you please, while I am
your guest."
The detective w.as not many hours in the colonel's mansion before he discovered that a charming daughter was the principal attraction therefor the bachelors, at least.
Luer Crandall was a ~plendid girl in every way,
not to speak of the large fortune she would
receive from her wealthy father.
Among the guests who first attracted the detective's attention was a certain Captain O'Connor,
a rollicking Irish soldier, who had served in India
under Colonel Crandall.
It was whispered in the house that the colonel
was perfectly willing to intrust his daughter to
O'Connor's keeping for life, if Lucy would accept
him as her husband.
The young lady was somewhat of a coquette,
however, and it was said that she was partial to
her cousin, Frank Crandall, a young man who was
studying for the ministry, but who spent most of
his time at Cl'andall Hall.
The 1l~tectfre took as much of a dislike to Cap-

tain O'Connor as he did a liking for the young
student, and he mentally wished that the latter
would outstrip the former in the race for the beautiful heiress.
On the third evening, as the detective was sit!ing in the drawing-ro.om listening to Lucy singmg, he saw the reflection of a female face in the
glass in front of im.
'·What's this ?" said the detective to himself as
he watched the face peering in at the back ~in
dow. "It is not one of the housemaids, as I know
them a ll. I must stroll out and investigate a little."
When he reached the back of-the house he saw
the strange wo~ai:i hurrying ~ay towar'd a row
of shrubbery skirting the lawn in the rear of the
house.
. The wo~an was soon on the main road leading
mto the.city, and the detective continued to follow
her until she entered a tavern on the outskirts
which was a well-known resort of boxers and bad
characters of the n eighborhood.
After locating the woman, the detective
hastened back to the mansion, put on a suit of
rough clothes and sallied out again.
When he entered, the barroom was full to overflowing, as a "free-and-eas y'' was in full blast it
'
.
being· Saturday night.
· On looking up at the ·waitress, he recognized
the f~ce of. the woman who was spying in at the
mansion wmdow.
_ "Sallie is very glum to-night," remarked a
fellow near the detective.
"That's because t11at blasted Irish captain ain't
here," replied another.
As the man spoke Captain O'Connor and Frank
.
Crandall entered.
A special table had been reserved for them
and Sallie was soon at their side, her face beam~
ing with smiles as she asked:
"What is your pleasure, gentlemen?"
"1f I had my pleasure, be the holy power but
I:d -have a taste of your o"".11 sweet lips, my' darlmg," responded the gay Irish captain. "As it is
"I'll have to be content with a bowl of good hot
punch. What's yours, Frank?"
"I'll share the punch with you."
. The detective had tak~n good care to disguise
his features before leavmg the mansion, and so
he was not noticed by his two fellow guests.
But there was one man in the room who did
recognize Thompson, and that man was a famou s
London burglar named Jack Edwards, who had a
bad grudge against him.
The first intimation the detective had of the
feeling against him was when a great burly fellow
approached him, saying:
"Bl!ist my eyes if I don't believe you're a
sneaking spy, and I can wallop the very life out
of you."
The burly fellow made a blow at the detective,
but the latter parded it, sending out his left at
the same time, and knocking the f ellow flat on the
floor.
The next instant all was uproar and confusion,
and at least half a dozen roughs sprang at the
disguised man.
"Blood-an'-'o uns! is this what you call English
fair play? Six upon one! Shame I shame on you,
boys! Here's to give a hand to ye, my brave fellow!"
It was Captain O'Connor who spoke. and as he
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uttered the protest he dashed in among the
roughs striking right and left, and sending his
man down at every muscular blow of his arm.
Whil~ the Irish captain was doing hi s work in
splendid style, the English detective was not idle.
In less than two minutes they had cleared a
space around them.
"Come here and take a glass with us," cried
Captain O'Connor, addressing the detective. "And
'tis I'd like to see the rascal who'll say boo to you
again this blessed night."
On his way back to the mansion, he said to himself:
"Captain O'Connor is a brave man, but I'm
afraid he's in league with Edward s an d his pals.
I'll have to watch him closely. I think he's
doomed."
While the detective was sleeping that night two
men entered the bedroom noiselessly.
One of them advanced to the bedside, and held
a moistened handkerchief to the sleepers' nose,
while they proceeded to appropriate his watch and
his purse.
In the morning it had been discovered that another extensive raid had been made in the mansion, and that Lucy Crandall was the principal
victim.
When the detective was able to be up and
around again, he found that Captain O'Con!1~r al!d
Frank Crandall were the only guests rema mmg m
the house. Frank Crandall drew him into a secluded corner, saying:
"I want to speak to you on a very delicate subject."
"About the robbery?"
"Yes, about the robbery. Have you any suspicions as to who the culprit is ?"
"I have."
"And so have I. I did not dare to Rpeak to my
uncle on the subject, but I will be plain with you.
Captain O'Connor is one of the robbers. I am
certain of it."
"What proof have you?"
"On the night of the last robbery I was not
fast asleep, when I heard a slight noise in my
bedroom. When I opened my eyes I saw a tall
man and a low-sized, stout man near the loor,
and they had crape on their faces. Before I could
'utter a word the tall man Rprang on me and
seized me by the throat, and then I became unc:on:;;cious."
"The fellow must b e arrested at once."
"To be sure; but we must spare uncle the disgrace of arresting him in the mansion here. I
understand from him that he is going to London
to-morrow. Could you not go up a head and anest
him the1·e?"
Before leaving Bir mingham the detective sent
two of the local detectives to wa tch the captain.
On the morning after his arrival in London the
detective received the following dispatch by telegraph:
"Your ma n is on the train due at London at 3
p. m."
Soon a fter the ar r ival of the t r ain the g alla nt
captain sauntered into the place, holding ·a vali se
in one hand, while the other, which was stuc!c in
~s overcoat pocket, grasped a heavy walkmg&tick. Before the captain could be seated , the
detective arose, saying:
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"Captain O'Connor, I have an unpleasant duty
to perform. You are my prisoner."
"Th mischief you say. What in the name of
blazes is the troubla ?"
The captain let fly with his right hand as he
spoke, and knocked the detective clear off his
pins.
The Irish gentleman was overpowered, however, after a very severe struggle.
When he was dragged before the magistrate,
the charge was made against him by the detective
and Frank Crandall.
When the captain's valise was opened, and some
of Lucy's jewelry was taken out, he grew quite
furious altogether.
On the night of their return to Birmingham,
the detective and Frank were seated in the
drawing-room with Lucy and her father.
· They had been speaking of the damning evidence against the prisoner, when Lucy gave expression to her feelings in a loud voice, saying:
"I care not what the evidence may be, I'll never
believe that Captain O'Connor could be such a
base wretch."
"And you are right, young lady," cried ' a voice
behind them, as the window was opened and in
sprang Sallie, the waitress at the tavern.
"What do you want here, young woman?" demanded the colonel.
"I want to denounce a base villain, and there he
stands."
And the young woman pointed at Frank GrandalL
"I mean to say-and I can prove what I ooythat your nephew there is the real robber, and
nol; Captain O'Connor, who is a brave, generous
g entleman. Do you know that ring, Miss Crandall?"
Lucy recognized the diamond ring presented to
her by her father.
"That crawling scoundrel there gave me that
1·ing," cried the girl. "I was his sweetheart, and
he swore he'd make me his wife; and now he
comes here a-courting of you. Arrest that hound,
officer!"
Three weeks after, Lucy became Mrs. Captain
O'Connor; and on the same day Frank and Jack
Edwar ds were sentenced for twenty years apiece.
WINDOWS HUNG WITH SILK HOSE
A cross the windows of ma ny kitchens there ts
stret ch ed these days a small line from which are
smpcnded ll"ngths of silk in white, in cream, in
shades of gr a y a nd t a n. They a r e hung there
every night and taken down in th e moming.
Thi s new style of curtain r epresents the silken
hcise cf the women folks. Too valuable t o be hung
on a line on the roof, an d too u rgently needed to
b e drop ped into a laundry bag to w a it for the
r egular laund r y day, they are washed out as
taken off a nd hung in the window t o dry.
Muddy cro ss in g~ r esult in s pat t er s. The host elry business t hr ives on sloppy crossings. Every
mor ning· demands a clean pa ir of hose and few
women can afford seven pairs for 1.he seven days
of th e wrck, with extra pai rs for an emergency.
Hence the line of silken hosiery in the kitchen
windows.
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CURRENT NEWS
PROBLE M IN MEXICO CITY
More than 50,000 dogs in a metropoli tan area
of 900,000 persons-o ne dog to every eighteen
men, women and children- have given Mexico
City a problem of municipa l well-bein g that is
taxing the facilities of the Departme nt of Health.

FAMED CHURCH A MUSEUM
Kievo-Pe tcherskay a Monaster y, Kiev, Ukraine,
"Mother of Russian Churches ," has been converted into a Soviet State Museum. Following
the recent expulsion of the monks living there
the Kharkov Governm ent has installed Communist caretaker s in the famous structure , which was
INHERIT S EVERYT HING
in 1055 by Grand Duke Vladimir.
Staying at home with mother, while the other built
For a small admission fee visitors may see its
children left home to become independe nt, won a relics,
,6,000 reward for Miss Marie Pugh Reed, of No . . bodies including the seventy-t hree saints whose
lie exposed in chalk catacomb s in open cof20 East Eleventh street. The will of her mother, fins.
eleven martyrs who immured themMrs. Henrietta Miner Reed, who died March 24, selves The
in a concrete wall also will be shown a.iii
1926, was filed for probate in Surrogate 's Court. curiot'itie
s of Russia's "period of idolatry."
Marie inherited all her possessions.
FATHER SOLVES PROBLE M
FLIER KILLED
The humor of the problem illustratin g arithJack Parks, twenty-tw o, stunt filer, was killed metic
when he fell 1,000 feet from an airplane at the comes is given point in France by a story which
from Swe<len. A schoolma ster is credited
Monson Flying Field, near Winter Haven, Flt>r- with receiving
the followinp: note from a mother
ida.
The accident occurred when Parks attempted a to excuse the absence of her son from class:
"Peter has been vbliged to substitute for his
stunt known as "The Breakawa y," in which he father,
dangled from the wings of the plane by his father who is doorkeepe r at a factory, while his
solves the problem you gave Peter.
ankles, held by straps.
"My boy is too young to know how long it takes
a man walking at· the rate of three~arters of a
RELIGIO N OF TOLERA TION
mile an hour to walk ten and a half timi:!s around
T11.rkey is quietly teaching herself a lesson in a field one mile
square.
religious toleration . Though the orders have nut
"My husband
early this morning, but to
beeTI advertised , it has become known that the work the problemleft
he must walk a long time. I
Governme nt has instructed all Turkish public hope he wiH get home
this evening and that Peter
school directors to carry out a program of relig- can go to school to-morrow
."
ious teachin&" which will not only glorify the
Moslem religion above all others but show also
the good points in other creeds.
MORGAN GIVES $200,000 FOR STUDY OF
SLEEPIN G SICKNE SS
J. Pierpont Morgan has given $200,000 to the
THE GYPSY'S WILES
Angelo Ambrose, Philadelp hia, Pennsylv ania, Neurolog ical Institute as a memorial to Mrs. Morgan, who died of encephali tis, commonly .c alled
had $1,175, a modest fortune. Now he has only the sleeping
fortune that a gypsy girl told. When Augelo met viding sickness, Aug. 14, 1925. The gift, prothe gypsy one of the things she advised was that used for study of this strange malady, will be
for construct ion and equipmen t of a comhe draw his savings from the bank and have the plete
hospital floor, containin g forty-eigh t ward
money sewed into his coat pocket. She, herself, beds, in
new hospital to be erected by the inwould do the sewing, and that would cause the stitute atthe
the Medical Centre.
_
money to double itself if left undisturb ed a few
The Morgan floor will offer unparalle led facilidays.
for investiga tion of the disease, Dr. Walter
Angelo reported to the police that, when his ties
Timme, chairman of the Joint Finance Commitcuriosity getting- the better of him, he- ripped open tee
of Trustees and Medical Staff of the institute,
the pocket, he found not $2,350 but only scraps
said, and will permit the combined resources of
of paper.
the entire Medical Centre to be focused upon it if
necessary .
EXISTEN CE ON $18 A WEEK
The Joint Administ rative Board of the Medical
How little a family can live on under the com- Centre announced $1,008,915
had been pledged topulsion of necessity was revealed in advance ward the $1,400,000
needed for the new Neuroproofs from the Social Service Review, soon to be logical Building. Stressing
the value of the propublished by the Universit y of Chicago.
posed close associatio
the institute and
The statistics were obtained by the late Dr. the State Psychiatr icn between
Dr. Frederick
Leila Houghtel ing in a study of "the income and Tilney said: "We have Institute,
allowed the governor and
standard of living of unskilled laborers in Chi- controller of this machine
which
is our body to
cago." In full reports from 423 of the 467 fam- remain too long a mystery."
il'ies i;tudied she learned that:
"Neurolo gy must be a pioneer," he added, "in
Seventeen familv heads in 1924 earned less than investiga ting the pathology of modern
education ,
$1,000, or less than $18 a week; ninetv between for surely there is a disease here
crying for treat$1,00(1 and $1,199; 207 between $1,200 and $1,- ment and deserving a cure."
499; eighty-nin e between $1,500 and 1, 799; thirIn May of last year
Morgan announce d he
teen between $1,800 and $1,999, and seven between would give Glen Cove, Mr.
L. I., a sixteen-a cre shore
2,000 and $2,399.
site as a park memorial to Mrs. Morgan.
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TIMELY TOPICS
DISCOVERS FALSE TEETH
Maria Palladozi, a cleaner employed in the
Fenway Theatre, in Boston, Massachusetts, discovered on the fl oor of an orchestra row an apparently new set of false teeth.
CLOCK FOR CHURCH
Joseph Reeson of Benington, England, concealed the fact that he had $750 for years while he
lived in the poorhouse and bequeathed the money
- to buy a clock -for the local church.
NEW FREEDOM
The Women's Self Government Association of
Northwestern University in Chicago, Illinois, is
going to let the co-eds do exactly a s they please
about smoking.
This became apparent when members h eld ~he
meeting at which it had been announced a policy
would be determined in regard to campus smoking.
KIDNAPS POLICE DOG
"Dingo " the pet police dog of the School of the
Immacul~te Heart of Normandy, Mo., was picked
up in front of the sehool by a woman driving a
small sedan, who then drove east on Natural
Bridge, toward St. Louis.
.
.
The dog is fawn colo!ed,_ standmg a little over
thirty inches. It was bemg cared for by the
Sisters of the Good Shepherd while the owner was
away.
BLIND PRISONERS IN SING SING
·Revealing for the first time there are three
blind prisoners ·;n the Sing Sing hospital, prison
attendants announced recently instructions would
be given to thim in some u:seful oecup'ation so
they may be P'1t to work in the prison hospi~al.
Besides Harry Cowan, spared from execubon
by Gov. Smith Thursday for the murder of l'I1ss
Edith Burton, the blind prisoners are Joseph
Hahn and Cornelius Lyons. They have been assigned to the hospital by Warden Lawes because
it is the only place they can be kept with safety.
LUCKY FINGERS SA VE HIM
Two severely strained fingers on his right hand
is all James Connolly, twenty-seven, an ironworker of No. 319 West 26th Street, has to show
for a fall from the thirteenth floor of a building
in operation at 83d Street and Central Park West.
Plunging towa1·d almost certain death, Connolly
clutched at a small storage platform on the tenth
floor and hunomQmentarily. His grip gradually
0
"loosened untll two fingers on his right hand were
' all that prevented him dropping into the maze of
construction material far below.
- .
Then he swung himself to th e platform and
safety while the other workers, who had stood
motionless unable to aid while they watched him
fight for life, cheered. They took him to the
ground and Dr. Graham of Knickerbocker Hospital attended the man and took him to the hospital.
Other ironwrokers said nothing but extreme
fear could have prompted such a superhuman di~
play of strength in his lucky finge1·s.

TALLER THAN GRANDSIRES
So far as Dr. Horace Gray, of Chicago, can
make out, the average A,merican boy today is
three and one-tenth inches talleT than he was
fifty years ago, but for no particular reason.
Dr. Gray has written in the current Journal of
the American Medical Association the conclusions
of an investigation conducted for the Institute of
Juvenile Research. He measured several thousand school boys and compared their heights with
similar figures gathered in the public schools half
a century ago.
Among probable causes for the increased stature, Dr. Gray sugested increased knowledge of
vitamins and scientific strides in the control of
various infantile diseases that retard growth.
More comfortable economic conditions had an important e'lfect.
D1·. Gray's investigation showed the average
six-year-old boy today is about forty-sev·en inches
tall, as compared with 53.6 inches fifty years ago.
The average eighteen-year-old boy is about seventy inches tall, which is three inches better than
the half-century ago average.
110 GERl'IAN PLANES FLEW 4.,ooo;ooo MIL'ES
LAST YEAR.
The rapid development of air haftic in Germany is revealed by the th-st annual report of the
German Luft Hansa, covering· the period from
Ap1·il to December, 1926.
The Luft Hansa, born of a me1·ger between the
Junkers and the Aero-Lloyd concerns, is now the
only air trafflc company in Germany.
The report shows that although the last flying
year consisted of only nine months, the results
far surpassed those of the previous year. The
increases were:
Per cent.
For passengers. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • .
50.3
For freight mid baggage.............. 115.0
For mail . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • •
86.4
The total figures are:
For passengers .........•............... 56,268
For baggage ................. 258,464 kilograms
For freight ..........•....... 384.,000 kikgrams
For mail. ..................... 301,945 kilograms
Altogether the 110 airplanes of the Luft Hansa
flew 6,141,4.79 kilometers (about 4,000,000 miles)
during the nine months, or a daily average of
20,4.08 kilometers, an increase of 24 pe1·cent over
the previous year.
During the Summe1· they touched 57 dm
ic
and 15 foreign landing fields; during the Winter,
23 domestic and 10 foreign.
This performance was marred by only one serious accident during the y~r. Four passengers
and one pilot were killed when a passenger plane
landed on the island of Juist, July 24, 1926. The '
cause has never been definitely establ~shed, but
indications were that the plane had been struck by
lightning.
The regularity of the flights was above 90 per
cent for all lines, and on many lines 100 per cent.
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- Latest Issues -

1228 Young Wild West After the Trail Thieves;
or, Arietta's Round-Up.
1229 Young Wild West and the Pawnee Paleface;
or, The Old Hunter's Secret.
1230 Young Wild West Racing a Flood; or, Arietta Shooting the Rapids.
1231 Young Wild West and "Pinto Peter"; or,
The Fight at Buckhorn Ranch.
1232 Young Wild West Escaping Death; or, Arietta's Fifty Mile Race.
1233 Young Wild West Lost on the Desert; or,
The Luck a Sand Storm Brought.
1234 Young Wild West and the Broken Gun; or,
Arietta's Quick Wit.
1235 Young Wild West Fighting the Cowboys; or,
The Doom of the "Hurrah" Outfit.
1236 Young Wild West and the Death Dip; or,
Arietta Fighting the Smelter Fiends.
1237 Young Wild West and "Tarantula Tom";
or, -The \Vorst "Bad Man" in Arizona.
1238 Young Wild West and the Silent Six; or,
Arietta's Round-Up in a Cave.
tz39 Young Wild West and "Broken Bow"; o~,
The Siege of the Settlers.
•
1%40 Young Wild West Gathering Gold; or, Arietta's Wonderful Find.
1241 Young Wild West Showing His Skill; or,
The Shoot-Up at "Show-Down."
1242 Young Wild West Among the Apaches; or,
Arietta and the Death Pit.
1243 Young Wil::l West and the Government Detective; or, Tracking a Tricky Thief.
1244 Young Wild West Caught on the Cliffs; or,
Arietta's Desperate Climb.
1245 Young Wild West and the Ranchman's Boy;
or, The Sheep Herder's Revenge.
1246 Young Wild West and the Rival Outfits; or,
Arietta's Fight on the Cattle Range.
124'1 Young Wild West with the Cavalry; or, The
Fight at Bear Pass.
1248 Young Wild West Finding a Fortune; or,
Arietta and the Flooded Claim.
1249 Younl! Wild West and the Mexican Raiders;
or, Exposing a Cattle King.
rn50 Young Wild West and the Dynamite Fiends;
or, Arietta and the Avengers.
1251 Young Wild West and the Tenderfoot's
Legacy; or, Baffling the Claim Jumpers,
1262 Young Wild West Helping the Sheriff; or,
Arietta and the Express Thieves.
1253 Young Wild West and the Phantom Canoe;
or, Solving a Strange Mystery.

1254 Young Wild West's Square Deal; or, Arietta
and the Rustler's Daughter.
1255 Young Wild West Stopping a "Ghost Dance";
or, The Charge of the Gallant 6th.
1256 Young Wild West and the Mad Miner; or,
Arietta and the Secret of the Cliffs.
1257 Young Wild West and "Gold Dust Bill"· or,
'
The Man with the Yellow Streak.
1258 Young Wild W ei:t and the Death Brand· or
' '
Arietta's Great Risk.
1259 Young Wild West's Pawnee Pursuit; or, The
White Flower cf the Redskins.
1260 Youn11; Wild West and the Mexican ManTrap; or, Arietta in the Robber's Den.
1261 Young Wild West's Lively Lariat; or, Rop'
ing the Rustlers.
1262 Young Wild West's Duel with a Dozen· or
'
'
Arietta's only Chance.
1263 Young Wild West Trailin-"' a Treasure· or
'
'
Outwitting the Road Agents.
1264 Young Wild West Ruling a Ranch; or Ari'
etta and the Cow Girls.
1265 Young Wild West's Straight Shot; or Cor'
nered in a Chasm.
1266 Y0ung Wild West's Mexican Mine; or, Arietta Breaking a Siege.
1267 Young Wild West's Hottest Trail; or, Winning a Big Reward.
1268 Young Wild West Tracking a Horse Thief·
'
or, Arietta and the Wild Girl.
1269 Young Wild West's Apache Friend; or, The
Hidden Gold of the Pecos.
1270 Young Wild West's Three Shots; or, Arietta
~
and the Rattlesnake.
1271 Young Wild West and the Sky Pilot; or, The
Ropers of "Rough and Ready" Ranch.
1272 Young Wild West's Lucky Drop; or, Arietta
·
and the Outlaws.
1273 Young Wild West's Show; or, Caught in the
European War.
1274 Young Wild West and the Kaiser; or, The
Big Show in Berlin.
1275 Young Wild West Under Fire; or, Skirmishing on the French Frontier.
1276 Youn~ Wild West Helping the Red Cross•.
or, The Crown Prince's Gratitude.
1277 Young Wild West and the Servians; or, The
Shot that Saved a General.
1278 Young Wild West's Neutrality; or, Accused
by Germans and Allies.
1270 Young Wild West and the French Spy; or
The Honor of an American.

F or sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, Sc. per copy, in money
or postage stamps.
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